


THE WAR BROUGHT THEM 
TOGETHER! 


Startled, Leanna glanced at him. She felt an odd 
breathlessness and forced her eyes away. “I thought 
I recalled something about your having a fiancée, 
Major.” She glanced back to him for his reaction, 
startled to see how darkly handsome he was. How 
surprisingly gentle . . . How tantalizingly dangerous! 


She collapsed in his arms, with a final, choking sob, 
bathing his uniform in tears, moaning her grief against 
his chest. Leanna knew no rational thought. She felt 
him lift her in his arms and made no protest, only ~ 
turned her face to meet his in a kiss. 


THEN THE WAR TORE THEM APART! 


AREBELS 
HONOR 


— eS 





This is a work of fiction. All the characters and events 
portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance 
to real people or incidents is purely coincidental. 

A REBEL’S HONOR 

Copyright © 1983 by Jessica St. Claire 


All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce 
this book or portions thereof in any form. 


An original Pinnacle Books edition, published for the 
first time anywhere. 


First printing, October 1983 

ISBN: 0-523-42082-X 
CANADIAN ISBN: 0-523-43037-X 
Cover illustration by Dan Gonzalez 
Printed in the United States of America 
PINNACLE BOOKS, INC. 


1430 Broadway 
New York, New York 10018 


A JOAN HITZIG McDONELL BOOK 


S807 1626 4.3 25) 


BLYTHESWOOD 





Le 
afi 
ges. 
eit 
& 
Te 
g 

f 
a 
aa 
Eck 
LE 


i 


maples; darker reds and rusts 
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Massanutten Mountain, the Shenandoah River curled 
like a satin ribbon, silver beneath pacdiey eee dean 
a sunset sky. Leanna Leighton shivered slightly in the 


illars that marked the entrance to Blytheswood. They 
> at the distant gate and slowly turned, starti 
down the long, graveled drive toward the white col- 
umned house. Huge oe lining the way twined 
their branches overhead, ot a living archwa 
ef ctkience. In thnie shade, the dest ine of the Feder 
uniforms turned nearly to black—a grim and ominous 
contrast to the brilliant colors of the autumn mountains 
behind them. 


her now. And she would defend it to her 
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“Yes, she's Miz 7 xR Pd stepped closer to 
the woman. ‘d seen the hint of movement 
beneath linen shawl and reached to take Leanna’s 


now... W may be all the best for you. She 
‘t cotton much to Yankees 
The officer didn’t change expression. He only stopped 


the western mountains. She tried to hold hi pares 
tried to radiate her hatred of him and all his kind 


to break that . Her hands trembled 
rarely alae gig nqediahy Marsan tangy 
pistol was 


“So kind of you to come out and welcome us in 

person, Mrs. ae her, 

noting the faint flush of color rising on her ashen face. 

For some reason, he'd expected an woman, middle- 

aged, “piracy nberiomb aga aa oer sgei.03 

i im was exquisitely beautiful, slender, very 
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young. If she were more than twenty years old, he'd be 
pmo Strange, that feeling their eyes had 
rst met. 


“I don’t welcome Yankees to Virginia let alone to my 
home.” Leanna ma to raise her chin and confront 
him again. “If 1 beg the reason for your intrusion 


onto m NER 

He ofl her defiane violet eyes for a second, almost 
curiously, but nothing seemed anymore, Only 
another pair of Confederate eyes, blazing hate. “Very 
simple. My troops and I are under orders to occupy this 
— for the grea 

a : , >” aint, ki ° t } j 
Leanna’s mouth. “The entire winter? Major Mosby's 
Rangers will chase your Yankee hides down the Valley 
before the week is out.” 

“You speak as if you have Mosby's personal promise, 

Mrs. Lei . Do you?” 

Leanna flushed at the sarcasm, her arrogance shaken. 
“Perhaps | do. Anyway, | know what he does to 
Yankees.” 

“Well then, the next time you sce him, oa 
‘ll be kind to relay a message for me. Tell 
jor Mosby that if he's inching for a fight, we'll be 

happy to oblige him. Granted, of course, that he can 
tear himself away from midnight raids on General 
Meade's trains, on the other side of the mountains. 
From what I understand, he’s content enough with that 
sort of thing just now.” 

Leannga flushed again, hating the sarcasm and, more, 

Se unruffled confi of the Yankee snares 
t he said was true enough to sting her pride and she 
yurned:on’one:hed to conceal. teary of frvsteetion. She 


shoulder without looking back. “Let me know when 
these Yankees have departed, Jewel. I'll be staying in 
my Own rooms upstairs until -" She heard Jewel's 
ssitenend doa . arcana Damn re 
voice, anger surged through her. . 
too, then. More like a mother to her than her own 
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It was equally beautiful in Philadelphia that October 
29th. The same sunshine that bathed the Valley of 
Virginia and silvered the Shenandoah River shone on 
William Penn's city and the Delaware River. Joshua 
Courtland closed his office at the banking house early 
and went for a carriage ride on cobblestoned streets 
near Penn's Landing. It wasn't just a question of winter 

ing that made him decide to enjoy the fine 
autumn day. It was also the matter of his age. It was his 

1 y today. He was fifty-nine. And this past month, 
he had suffered the first of the chest pains that had 
begun his own father’s illness and heralded his eventual 
death. So time was running out. He accepted that. 
Days like this were numbered as they had never been 

. And there was still so much to do—and a ques- 
tion of how little time was left to do it. Three years ago, 
it wouldn't have mattered so much. The family banks 
house, with its tradition of a Courtland at the v had 
seemed secure in its future. The family itself in good 
shape, a fortune waiting, children grown to man or 
womanhood. And then the war—and Josh, Jr., the old- 
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est son, trained to inherit, dead at Bloody Shiloh in "62. 


da er, | in E , more a 
sranger no than ever. Chase Souths aeaack 
ty antertegheenpiesse iatppan Pesan to 


finish out the war in the Federal cavalry despite his 
brother’s death, a his father’s need—somewhere 
in the Shenandoah Valley now, doing God knew what. 
Pray God, when the war ended, Chase would be 
alive still, And prepared to assume his dead brother's 
place at the bank. A Courtland would be sorely needed 
then, for war debts and Southern deposits frozen at the 
outbreak of hostilities remained sly unsettled. 


With every passing day, board members and stockhold- 
or eer ran ale ‘Best For The 
Union,” reparations ——~ to the North, etc. 


Pvareerrs vaults, money tat hy tempting caouias 
or if Chase too should be killed in the war, only his 
daughter, Elinor, would be left to see whether the bank's 
ition of honorable dealing could survive this terrible 
war. And Elinor was an enigma that plagued him 
unmercifully. 
Funny. Almost funny, at least. Joshua sat in the 
sunshine of the carriage, looking out over the broad 
waters of the Delaware River. Funny how the war 
ihed-donst scr eubtian aesontialiy rsonal issue. Yan- 
actin Fare bien: ie, 7 were just 
to live ives been taught to live, 
<ine their world from falling apart, crying wa 
things =. hu arabe ceo ore. th 
| er 
wonileriaiy tive’ aid wh y they’ me aepiniptteay Posie 
in the middle. Why cox Why now? Three years peasy 
he'd had two sons, and plenty of time, and he t 
needed either. Now he no sons, no time, and a 
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“| ain't taking no Yankee part.” Jewel had followed 
the girl upstairs as soon as she could. “Far as I'm 
concerned, | only got one cause in this war, That be the 
ar me ig what's left of ‘em. But you make it 
terri ienetor.e boty sp hen yes wares: 

p! | want those damn Yankees 


twenty, she was enough to melt stone with her black 
hair and wide-set, black lashed eyes. Even the defiant 
set of her mouth, trembling ever so slightly at the 
edges, only added to her loveliness. Even before the 
war, she'd been a willful girl. Now, ‘Rebel’ was an 


barn 
eee rene cut -ahe hack, done 5) Se ee 
sta 


even ying here in the main house. Maybe if you 
was to try more . less vinegar—”" 
“Here in the house?” Leanna’s head had up, 


her eyes flashing. “How dare he! Intrude mght into 
y—very home? 

“He could have ‘intruded’ you right out into the 

chicken house! Be thankful for what you got!” 

7 


“Never!” Her voice was whisper-soft, but her hands 
were clenched hard at her sides. “Blytheswood is a 
Confederate house! The Penleys are a Confederate family! 
Never will I treat with ses inners ae — suit 
yourself—you will anyway. But we haven't is war 
yet, not by a long short 1 only part of these Yankees I 
care to see are their backs—when they're galloping north 


again!” 

Jewel snorted in worried exasperation as she turned 
her rotund bulk toward the door. “You stay here and 
have yer way then, Miz Confederate Penley. I got din- 
ner to start cooking.” 

“They're planning to eat here as well?” 

“You think they’s ing to starve theyselves all 
winter? Course they ing to eat here! Dinner gonna 
be late tonight. M seven.” 

“You may send my food up on a tray then. I won't 
share a table with them.” 


ing the door c ; 

“beatae tax Shidwrof umahelea confidenee dance 
the creak of floorboards from out in the hall sig- 

naled the black woman's retreat, but then her anger 

broke loose. It wasn't fair! The South was right—the 

cause was just. The Constitution had promised a 


ation of retreat there. And wartges mn." Or- 
leans occupied. Now Yankees in the alley. Granary 
of Virginia and the all-important route to the north, the 

ion for Lee's army to the east. What if the Valley 
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ty. Leanna sat 
opened 
passionate at 


hair away from 


of raven 


ewel, what is it?” 
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ted to strained formali 


retrea 
tear-wet w 
gonna woman 
door slowly, her black eyes growing com 


Legon 


Jewel 


and 
face as she turned. “Y 


” UJ 


up 
her 


Yankees turned their supplies over to me for the 

price of my cooking em.” 
Leanna only shook her head, a face away. 
even from up 


For a moment more, Jewel waited by the door, think- 
ing the girl might yet see the sense of the situation and 
change mind. But except for a single tear trickling 


maybe there wouldn't be no more left of the Penleys’ 
world once it was finally over. There wasn't none left at 
Blytheswood at least, not after today. It was her fault 
maybe, for not thinking of this, Jewel accused herself. 
For not thinking the girl might ever need to be taught 

the wind of an unkind fate, or 
ious sort of surrender, or swallow any of 
high Penley pride. If there was trouble 


trouble sooner or later. The only question was what kind 
it would be—and when it was going to come. And what 
she could do to try to ease it. 

As Jewel reached the bottom of Blytheswood’s grand 
staircase, the front door swung open with an authorita- 
i dreanmtheelly Anda Rie andar 

with a dozen rough Yankee officers. Despite herself, 
ns. Sage lace, unconsciously assuming a stance of 

i biithdety the eaies ancl setting ler nape til 
Sieanaer the eanecl soldiers and the girl upstairs. 

Most of the soldiers didn’t seem to notice. They 
strode by without a second glance, looking ominous 
indeed with the dark, dull blue of their uniforms, the 
iaraton secigua polacrceries on several 

. Sabers swung in perfect rh . Only one of the 

men, one whose face was less grim than most, 

t to offer a smile. That was the doctor, Jewel 

ed. Lacey, she thought. Last in was the Yankee 

major who commanded the battalion that had seized 

Leanna’s precious Blytheswood. He noticed her stance 

and checked his step, catching the black woman's eye 
with a silent question. 

Leanna, upstairs, must have heard the sound of the 
Yankee boot heels, at first loud on the polished wood, 
then muffled on the fine Brussels carpet of the dining 
room. She chose that moment to slam her bedroom 
door in angry reaction. In the foyer below, the sound 
exploded like a gunshot, and J flinched as its echoes 
i in the air. The Yankee major frowned, lifting 
his head to stare in the direction of the invisible, but 
hardly inaudible, door. Weariness had been on his face 
when he'd walked in. Now anger lay there as well. Cold 
ges i Bripped Jewel's heart in a breathless vise, 
but she didn’t move. Didn't dare to. She caught the 
Yankee’s dark eyes and held them with a silent plea. 

For a moment, he did nothing, didn’t even move. 
Then he merely sighed softly, and glanced back from 
the black woman's face toward the hallway upstairs. 
Mrs. Leighton was determined to be a problem, then. 
Damn the Confederates—their women were as fanatic 


the same risk as any other man in 
uniform, and he was to take the same as he 
gave out. But it was ing else again when women— 


He smiled faintly and nodded and followed 
cers in toward the table. Mrs. ton could wait. 
After the day he'd had, hot chicken couldn't. 


SOI SN BY er a week. “I 
don't like the idea of Yankees at my any better 
than you would, but there isn't much I can do by 
pitta neem 
Oa wernadegee pee es = 


Stewart lifted the brim of his battered black felt hat and 
pushed a stray lock of blonde hair out of his blue eyes. 
Thanks, Captain, but | find that unappealing.” 
Stewart's captain glanced at his superior oddly 
but , Saying nothi sang ge I 
stood the lieutenant colonel’s oe OE absolutely practi- 
cal terms, he was right. But if it had been dis home, bis 
wife, surrounded by Yankees, he would have felt obliged, 


his commander to take his seat. General Jeb Stuart 
nodded his thanks and sighed wearily as he sat on the 
vacated tree stump. 

“Sure smells good here. What is it?” 

Stewart managed a half smile, shrugging. “Deer meat. 
You're welcome to share a bit.” 

The Confederate cavalry general declined with a shake 
of his head, patting his stomach. “Ate already, thanks. 

not that well, I'm afraid.” He oo ier at his 

officer , one booted leg out in 
front of hint ahah pees po I came over to 
tell you . We've Bot Yankees in the Valley.” 

Stewart nodded. “At Blytheswood, actually. Yes, the 
courier came by here, too.” 


“Me, too. Fortunes of war, I guess.” 

“From what I hear, they aren't misbehaving too badly. 
At least not yet.” 

Stewart's smile was bitter. “I'm sure they'll get around 
to it. They usually do. I hope my wife had the 
sense to bury the silver someplace and keep the pistol | 
left her well hidden.” 

“From what the Jenkins boy said, she’s doing a brave 
job.” Jeb Stuart frowned, shaking his head slowly. For 
a moment, he was silent, then he sighed again reflectively. 
“You know, for all of this,” he gestured around the 
crude camp, dark with night shadows, cold within 
a few feet of the crackling dinner fires, “I'm I'ma 
man, Colonel. Rather be in the Army than waiting 
it out at home like the women do. Maybe they're more 
comfortable there not dodging bullets, but it must be 
frustrating as hell for them. Your wife, for example. 
What's she supposed to do with a battalion of Yankee 
cavalry knocking at her door? Let ‘em in whether she 
likes it or not, I i 

Stewart , his blue eyes unreadable as he 

toward the Blue Ridge Mountains, a distant 
= age ing the Shenandoah Valley from Lee's 
army here by the of the Rapidan River. Between 
the CSA and the mountains, the campfires of Meade’s 
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“Afraid she might,” he admitted. “But maybe the 
Army needs me more. Right where I'm at. If officers 
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shrugged 
cloak of his overcoat. “Very true.” There was a 


up to Bristol Station. I'm going to need every man 
Ive got—especially m veteran officers. God 
campaign | . 


horses. Of transportation. Of industry. Now was 
a shortage of manpower, too. Dear God, how much less 
could the South have and still continue to fight? 
“May I assume you'll be staying, Colonel Leighton?” 
Stuart's deep baritone was a whisper among the night 
sounds, but Leighton heard him and took a last deep 


tury old. But now—what to do now? Stay with the 
army? Or ride home, perhaps unnecessarily, to aid a 
single woman at Bi ? 

e to his feet, aching all over as he usually 
sett artim bothes ort abe mentor nde ath 
west, looking to the black hills beyond the campfires of 
the Army of the Potomac. His es were grim but he 
nodded once, unconsciously straightening his shoulders. 
“Yes, I'll be staying, General. ewe portion of 
my responsibility lies here, | believe. T'll be staying.” 


Leanna's days settled gingly back into their 
badeh stutitie! Ks tiene , it became painfully appar- 
ent that Confederate cavalry were not raci Soe 
Bl 's graveled drive to chase the Fi in- 
— back north, = sulki i —_ aon to 
ispositi a sim n't afford. 
Pune wakwce aac nev A Blytherood to spend all 
her days in her room. Even the war, running a 
tation had been hard work. With the outbreak of 
ilities, Stewart had sold the few remaining slaves or 
shipped them farther south, and only a couple of young- 
sters from neighboring farms had been available to 
their aoe Ree ten ft in her rooms, she couldn't 
ignore the Yankees’ occupation—every glance 
out every window soloed Gavi thes pyre ay Be 
score. of the hired servant girls, Hilda, flirted 
outrageously with the soldiers, rousing Leanna’s tem 
every time she caught her. Stewart's letter, smuggled in 
to her by another of the girls (one of two stolidly CSA 
sisters, Rosie Jenkins), held news of a weak 
offensive around the Bristol Station area, north of the 
Rapidan River. Her husband and brother both were 
ting there, Stewart commanding one of General Jeb 
Stuart's cavalry regiments. He could not be to 
come home to her at Blytheswood, and, Leanna read 
between the lines, he did not see much chance he could 


for months yet. So if she was determined to stay at 
BI . She must stay alone, without his company. 
He sent his affection, as usual, and there was concern 
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amid the anger he expressed. If the Yankees grew dis- 
courteous or offensive in the slightest regard, she must 
leave the plantation and travel south to Staunton or 
beyond—wherever the Confederacy’s hold seemed 


But abandoning Blytheswood was unthinkable. It was 
more than her home, it was her secret heart, a part of 
her very soul. It had been ever since that first summer 
when, as a three-year-old, she'd stepped off the chugging, 
ee eae eenennaeens coee re a 
andoah River, saw it in thes share Poe at 
—— beauty. Here Great-grandfather Penley 


vole: nape Wem woe starsat re 
“oe Hagan ela owt woe ole pet nace ie it ag 2 
» SI brother _— the 
from the kitchen. Before the storm of war had 
ON ee ee oe 
her brother, Jonathon had ridden balky ponies and 
red: oes SAUER SS ee 
fished in their secret Run Creek, where 
water 


yourself doing that.” 

“What is to smile about, Jewel?” Leanna gave 
the last pinch to what would be dinner rolls for the 
evening meal. Goi 


. Going to feed Yankees. “We're both up 


ei tone fee deme lpaiaar reeare laprtie ETO. 
rolls and muffins, scalding breakfast dishes until almost 
noon. The house to keep clean, cloth to make, patterns 
to cut, butter to churn, to collect.” 

“It could be worse,” Jewel countered softly. “You 
could be starvin’ like half Virginia is. Could be no dough 
to fix, no chickens to lay.” 

“And never any free time any more. Leanna contin- 
ued ignoring Jewel's efforts to pacify her. “No time for 
sr Seas CAPTORS BART MI 
company, no parties. I can’t even ride Jasmin like I used 
to.” 


“Mrs. Leighton?” A bearded young Yankee captain 
knocked at the door frame to interrupt her and Leanna 
turned with a frown, her eyes instantly cold. The man 
met her gaze for a moment, then shi uneasily, the 
muscles of his jaw twitching in tension. 

“You like oatmeal cookies, Captin?” Jewel ignored the 
exchange, stepping around Leanna. “Got a plate full, 
tresh and hot.” 

Leanna frowned at Jewel, but she seemed not to 
notice. The black woman had adapted easily to the 
Yankee occupation. Too easily. She acted like they 
were house guests rather than enemy soldiers. Leanna 
still took her meals in her room and made a point of 
avoiding the soldiers whenever possible. “I'll be in my 
room, Jewel.” aoe her skirt angrily and started 
out the other way. me when the kitchen’s unoccupied 

n.” 
“Wait,” the captain swallowed the cookie hastily, tak- 
ing a step forward. “Mrs. Leighton, the major asked me 
to fetch you. There's people — up the road. Some- 
body named Angus and a lady 

“Whitney!” Leanna forgot her anger instantly and 
started running toward the front door. Oh, thank God. 
Maybe she had brought a message. “Jewel, Whitney's 
come to see us!” 

The black woman tried .to hide her own 
beneath a snort of outward exasperation, mumbling to 
herself as she hurried in Leanna’s wake. “Jes’ two more 
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mouths to feed fer all yer complaining "bout work, 
Deals: fie tare teaire dios taahdng nena He? 


“| thought they might have burned it or something,” 
po gina siren arf seer tae hi Aaa ey Pt 


troops had accomplished in their ten-day stay, had 
not yet achieved a truce with Leanna y Lei - 
No wonder Jonathon had worried so over how things 
were going. “They've been quite nice with Miranda.” 
cil obapplly lpadtm of pete) plictions and oo 

’ y t itical im en- 
joying a sacond half of the young captain's oatmeal 
cookie. “Why Major Courtland—" 

“Don't be a fool, Whimey,” Leanna sna and 
colored instantly, murmuring an apology. imey, 
forgive me. I'm in a terrible temper all the time now. 
I don’t mean to bite your head off. But it doesn't matter 
what they do. I don’t care if they build a hundred 

ra, ce MLA Ee when 
they leave—the house, too, most likely. yre still 
Yankees. | won't be happy ‘till the last one is off 
Blytheswood land. I hate Sa 

‘But Jonathon is worried to death over you, Leanna. 
If you're so miserable here, why not come back with 
us?” 

“And abandon Blytheswood altogether to them? You 

“Aunt Leenee!” The child spied Leanna suddenly 
and tore away from the Yankee officer at a dead run, 
chubby arms outstretched, a jubilant joy lighting her 
small, round, curl-framed face. 

Leanna turned to catch her up in her arms, 
the child’s joy with a soft, eatin laugh. For a moment, 


“Oh Mandy, my most little girl!” Leanna felt 
peer to her eyes as she nuzzled the soft 
silk of y 


‘Across the drive, Major Courtland passed them 
his way to the stable. Hoosen Gowslng teneinduap in 
thought. Angus, RY Jen BLAIR TE would 


eta epeaalen: Boot oan sccm ild, she 


the little girl inside and away from pryi 
any eyes. Cone on inside, Whienzy—jewsl wil 


bring some tea in. We'd best tell Angus to put your 
os dng coe: Yenuee'y int the: homes 
say Besides, Mandy will have more room there to 


a bellyful of them, | freely admit!” 
19 


Whitney at her si , thinking how much 
that sounded like ing her husband would say— 
Jonathon Penley, Leanna's , and rer like the 


their ability to Virginia's sacred soil. wished 

acelnloetemeg rng rel 
war tely, ; 

whi of doubt Feat Legur vo chill her heart. 

“Have you brought a message from Jonathon?” 
Aah of i? gently. “Is our cavalry coming to make a 

t of it?” 

Whitney glanced sideways in surprise at the question 
her sn had cold such a careful sodeeanel 
Despite herself, she looked around, nervous it might 
have been overheard. “No, Lea.” She regretted the di 
mca that instantly flashed on Leanna’s face, “No, 
ee ee ee 
situation was. He nothing about yn 

For a moment only, Leanna was siseae oridtlie pal 
of dashed hope. Then she shrugged it off, raising her 
chin again, and the set of her mouth indicated still 
unshaken confidence. “Well, they'll come eventually, I 
know they will. We can't afford to lose the Valley to the 
Yankees. General Lee knows that.” 

Whitney nodded once, ing her doubts unvoiced. 
As they finished the stairs, she only reached for Leanna’s 
hand to squeeze it, and managed a smile. 

Turning abruptly, Leanna gestured curtly at the first 
door of the hall. “That's where 4e’s staying. Right in the 
repent seins mete srt started on for 
her own room down, and Whi followed 
without comment. “Let me freshen up take this 
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“Fire!” 


Leanna up out of , trying to the 
meray egar erp ro 
She'd been exhausted tonight. Doing all the usual work 
of mses of such age housed, up too late last 
er te he afternoon 
sway with nady by che hallows of Crooked Run 
er 
A door slammed down the hall and woke her com- 


op Fire? Dear God. Where? What? The barns? 
sheds? The house itself? 

She ae as she sores id vee 

ing a wn over as 
erty and: Glssclag up as she took the 

vs hate he une wa lack ith ie, 

slate gray where the front door stood 
ran through it without paus so wonder eistens a 
She-oel the shock of toe cold Rowcasber sight oires dhe 
burst out into it. 

“Hurry up with — buckets!” An officer, half 
dressed, went running by her, more men 
sleepily out into the t to place the disturbance. 
“Pierson, Wendell, Kelley—!" The man ran back, 

ring, a black silhouette dancing against a charcoal 
sky. He brushed against Leanna but never paused, not 
even notici ‘ar though she stumbled off balance 
and almost fel 

“Where?” she demanded, searching the black build- 
ings with a rising sense of panic. was it? The 
main barn was dark. The new one, too. The sheds? Oh, 
my God! Across the drive and quite apart from the 
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other buildings, a dull glow lit the night. Now she 
could smell it. The night breeze had shifted thi 
Her breath caught in her throat, her heart 
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she 
prayed as she ran, not feeling the pay pen ~ 


“Damn it! Use some creek water then! Who's work- 


ing the well, anyway?” 
The fire's spreading What the hell else can we do?” 

“Over here! water over here! Fast!” 

“Start wetting down this side of the barn! If that 
wind shifts back it’s all over.” 

It was a nightmare, but Leanna gradually realized she 
wasn't dreaming. The cold air burned her lungs as she 


ran, sobbing now for breath. Her hair was undone from 
sleep and its waist- curls whipped her face in the 
wind and in t of her eyes. She stumbled 


pia peers illing cea WE solider 
way milling ¢ rs, 
re yo sloshing in buckets hand to hand, 
felt wetness spilled th her feet as she grew closer 
to the cottage. pred, page ples eerp je 

to and pommell her way 
through them, stopping wit’ peep of horror as she 
finally reached the inner edge of the circle. The front 
door stood wide. Flames licked at the frame of it. More 
flames devoured the small inside, climbing the 
wooden steps toward the loft. “Mandy!” She screamed 
without knowing it, starting forward toward the blazing 
doorway. “Whitney!” 

“Whoa, lady. You can't go in there!” 

Leanna jerked her arm free of the soldier's grip, sud- 
denly onre'd aware of the fire's blistering heat warming 
her ice cold skin, the thick smell of it, the grotesque 
shadows cast on surrounding vy 8 flames’ orange 
Soe eens Seresgese itney!” A tall dark 

pe blocked her path toward the door and she ran 
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into it, trying to push it aside. It turned instead, reach- 
— out to grasp her and pull her backwards. 
! Hold on to this woman!" Major Courtland 
thrust the gil roughly into the arm of «near soldier, 
again even as he spoke. “Heinrich! Heinrich, 
wianedin elt at you?” A huge, sng ener ae 
shoved forward into the circle, a water bucket 
SackPlied soverd tn The wie gr od Salo 
to now A roar 
afi almost obcured tho vores. ae 
“Can 5 srcckarce heat weight on your shoulders?” 
“Ja, if 1 must.” The giant nodded, moving forward. 
anche ge’ pulling at the trooper's hand on 
her arm. “Let go of wal voltages theca ies 
law! Please!” Leanna was as she cried, tears 
di : her ! pr a techn home 
ier on to her grimly, to pull back 
aa ng trying to p 
_ “You can't in there, ma'am. I'm sorry.” He shouted 
to be heard above the confusion of voices and the crack- 
ling sound of timbers breaking. He Sullyaheieeat 
other yard away from the house, 
head. “We tried-slresdy—e mien We go the 
lady out, en rosy aire burning. No way 


anybod con gets 
God; no "Te be baby was upstairs. The baby’s 
woe et Mandy” through, please. 
“Let me me pl : 
A quiet voice touched Leanna’s ears, not intruding on 
her agony. 
“Let me through, please.” 
“I've got to do something, Seeger es. - — 
in a desperate voice, sta ee 
niece is still in there . rng pall an. : 
“Doc, got any brandy? This lady use some.” 
cry, glancing ot Leans's face es be passed He sok 
at Leanna’s as e 
vote minute, Adams. I want to see to the 
other woman first. Then I'll be back.” 
He stepped through the crowd and Leanna followed 
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cried aloud, a wordless sound of utter despair - 
wned out the rest of his words. Oh, Whitney, 
to watch her baby being burned to death, every- 
one helpless to save her. There must be something 

could do. If she could only get this damn Yankee to let 


is 
ie 


her go. 
‘The: witidow Of tle parlor’ exploded: suddenly fron 


it. Suddenly she froze, staring at the cottage. Someone 
was standing ... no, two men, one on the other's 
Water from a bucket flew past her face to hiss against 
the cottage wall, but she ignored it, aang vey 
to try to see. In an instant, she und and her 
heart soared with breathless, mindless prayer. One of 
the Yankees was trying to reach the small, one-sided 
roof of the loft’s single window. Brass buttons 
in the firelight from an unfastened jacket; she glimpsed 
a metallic gleam of shoulder straps. The Yankee major 
stood on the shoulders of the biggest man she'd ever 
seen, a blond bearded man who stood grimly still, ignor- 
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a n! It’s too high!” Major Courtland’s voice was a 
frustrated curse as he swayed, grabbing for the ancient 
drain pipe that edged the roof and ran down the side of 
the ivied stone cottage. “Can you grab my boots—push 
me up?” 

Lioerind wenthied: ccatnevined as the iad bakeondhieyed: 
reaching to grasp the heels of the officer’s black boots. 


“You say when.” 

He fought for his balance on the man's shoulders. 
Then su . he flexed his knees and spoke the order 
Heinrich Major Courtland jumped, his hands 
just the edge of the high, steep roof, sliding 
down, fi maintaining a tenuous on the 


EE 


. The iant reached up, trying to 
on than eons sess: But bay! acne al 
the window where he was standing and 
back. He cried a last warning to the officer 
gs: es starrer om a 
smothered an involuntary cry, raisi 
finger. 


raisi 
to her mouth, biting on the kn her 

jor hung moti from the roof's edge for a seem- 
ingly endless moment, a black shape against the fire's 
orange light. Slowly, he began to raise himself, chin- 
ning his body's weight against the edge, then freei 
one hand for a d te grab at a hi handhold, 
pulling again. Sy geaor he was suddenly the only 
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overtaxed muscles. 
of the smoldering cedar roof snagging the broadcloth of 
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“half choking as he ern dv 
crouched low over the little girl, waving 
circle of soldiers that contracted ever 


os Paaring living still? 


Doc 
angrily at 


cry, motionless a moment as she stared down 
at the Anat asreratyalfisi ag 9325) 025: 
Mandy's tiny body, leaning over to breathe in her open 
mouth. p ing her whole chest with just the palm of 


cont . 
turned on the Y 

ising her hand to strike at his face wi 
then scrambling to put herself between him 
girl as he j backwards in startled reaction. 
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her arm. “Don’t you touch me, ee {oe 
was choking on tears, ing in 

pe tatankg, Aer de alg ith the ferocity ots 
wild bobcat. “Is this how you Yankees make war? Burn- 
ing hel women and children? | wish you'd died 
yourself in that house! I wish you’d—all died.” 
Jewel's face suddenly appeared between Leanna’s and 
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the major's. For a moment, his startled brown eyes 
were close, then distant as the black woman the 
girl backward. For a time, Leanna continued to 
struggle. Then she with a last sobbing wail 
and allowed Jewel to pull her away from the milli 
soldiers, her tear-chilled face buried in her hands. 
God, Jewel, | wish I'd shot him that first day on the 
porch! I wish I'd tried to shoot all of them, every last 
murdering Yankee in creation.” 

“Hush you mouth, chile. I think you's a apne 
outta your head!” Jewel shook her head, her bi tr 
se Peon Pathe seredetietner Soe, - 
w Se 


sg among em. neither. It was a couple of no 
good’s from the hills used to be some of Captain Stump’s 
presi ee stand mere Beat Yankee 

1 caught ‘em going out shot pair and 
more’s the riddance!” Jewel d Leanna’s arm 
and stared at her a moment in si , her eyes cold 
with contempt and sorrow. “You gots such a deep down 
hate of them Yankees it shames me, chile. I mostly 
See CRE, 5: UR FON: DREN ER 

n't.” 

Leanna felt a cold shiver settle at the base of her spine 
and she trembled with it, staring at the black woman in 
ag “Not the Yankees?” oer ans it. 

"d expected something just li is of t since 
the minnienr they'd set fost in Et theswood. “But . . . 1 
was sure...” She shook her | slowly, feeling a 
he kel cchite bed eeiderhemenice ut it must 
have been them,” she whispered in denial. “Why would 
an dake tite ascrean dae haere sachet 

Maybe they thought Y was living there. Maybe 
they done it out of sheer spite ‘cause the Yankees is in 
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balewe 2 she whlapered aloud in denial. “Not using 
it, in . “Not usi 
women and children like that. | don't believe it.” She 
jerked suddenly to a stop, pulling her arm from Jewel's 
and beginning to turn. 

“Where you think you're going now?” Jewel’s grip on 
her arm was nearly painful. 


come along here with me.” 

“Mandy, Jewel. The Yankee major tried to save her. I 
saw him climb the roof. But I thought then that he 
knew his own men had started the fire.” 

“You ain't going nowhere else tonight, least of all 
near any more Yankees. | thank the dear Lord you 
didn’t have no gun or you'd been shootin’ them ‘stead of 
hittin’ ‘em.” 

pecceny: Seve whirled to face Jewel, wget? i 
widening, her breath catching with dizzying hope. “ 
Sel pos. mpen shes, Meth? Ween 1: eak ae 

ied to save her and. . .?” 
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“The child be all right. Doc Lacey’s probabl 
git: hee ap te the hide @h ly—her mammy, too.” ; 
Leanna stood stricken. “She's not dead?” 

Jewel crossed herself, frowning, and shook her head 


once more. 
“Jewel, oh, thank God! Don’t you understand, I 
thought she was dead!" Leanna raised the skirts of her 
ae, etl bck com ad dab to run toward 
the . crying and laughing both. Soldiers were still 
passing her, going in the opposite direction, still shout- 
ing to one and carrying water buckets. Behind 
os = 0b akon eadine ditecss andre bomgre 
in the guest , orange em 
black ash floating skyward in 8 towing spiral. Most of 
the front was comp gutted, the windows blown 
out, the roof still abiing But the old gray stone 
walls remained and a portion of the rest. 
Leanna was not thinking of the cottage as she ran, but 
of the tiny girl so precious to her, thought lost and now, 
miraculously, refound; thinking of her brother and that 
portion of him that lay in Mandy and added so greatly 
to her love for the child. She'd been to terribly still— 
and hadn't the doctor said something about not being 
able to help her? 
She ap tarsen ber sect alert 
ing. Two officers stood ing on above, 
sr har confusion she'd bs moe the volien would 
be here, too. Then she herself toward the house 
ge one slow, painful step at a time. At the last stair, 
rps awkwardly, silent in the shadowed darkness, 
ied to gather the courage to walk between them. 
“I'm fine, | tell you. I want to see how the child is.” 
“Fine, are you, Chase?” The — fins the — 
glanced up with a wan smile, closing the zi the 
small black bag he carried. “You say youse tien: but 
I'm the doctor, and—” 
“T've got things to attend to,” Chase interrupted him. 
Leanna gasped as the doctor suddenly s his left 
hand, hitting the Yankee major squarely in belly. 
He bent over in surprise, choking, party Mi ratte 
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5 dry, rasping, convulsive sound. The doctor 
an arm for support. 

“You're not fine when you're still coughing smoke, 
my friend. Six more around the courtyard. Deep 
breaths, res Out with the bad air, etc.” Fle gestured 
almost c ffir nanpreoatr ge. she heard him 
chuckle. “When you can control that coughing, then 
come inside and get to bed. I'll be up to give you any 

you want. 
jor Courtland shrugged and turned, starting down 
the step. He st in surprise to. find hioneelf face eo 
face with the girl as she forced herself the last agonizi 
step forward. Her cheeks were deathly pale, Ser hua 
trembling, but she had forced her eyes up to meet the 
Yankee’s. 

“Major, l—about this evening—earlier tonight, I 
mean—” 


He cut her off. “Not just now, Mrs. Leighton.” His 
brown eyes were cold as they touched hers briefly and 
then lifted. 

For a moment, Leanna had the impression of stand- 
ing uncomfortably close to him. He was a bi man, she 
realized, near six feet if not more. Broad pear salery 
He smelled of smoke and his face was streaked with 
ash, his dark brown hair tousled from wind and maybe 
from sleep. Obviously, the cry of “fire” had roused hi 
from bed also. His trousers were beltless, his dark blue 
jacket only half buttoned. Where his bare chest showed, 
there was a shadow of hair, and streaks of what looked 
like dried blood. 

Leanna’s hand drifted instinctively up toward them, 
but he shouldered past her in the next instant and 
disappeared into the blackness of the driveway. She 
watched him go, flushing deep color in the darkness. It 
had been difficult enough to try to apologize to a Yankee 
without having him rebuff her so harshly. 

“Mrs. Leighton?” 

Leanna started in surprise and quickly turned. “Oh— 
Doctor Lacey, is it?” : 

“Yes, Doc Lacey.” The man's eyes studied her face a 
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moment in the darkness. Leanna had the impression of 
deep and genuine compassion flowing from him, but an 
unsettling, almost intimate, feeling too, as if he were 
reading her mind. Uneasy, she only nodded and quickly 
eM s: Leigh Debi erdepee Blin ott vb 
rs. ton, are you feeli er, or ou 
wer, in soutcthing:to calm your’ nerves?® 

She felt ce oo awe color but she man- 

to . “No, I'm now, thank you.” 
penn ir ie miffed all over again at ey i 
because Major Courtland was curt with you just now. 
He's had a trying evening, to say the least.” 

She took one more step, then slowly came to a stop 
and turned. “And I was not the least of his trials, 
Leanna admitted with a stiff nod. She was angry at 
herself but found herself unable 4 meet the man's 
eyes. “I should a logize to you, too, I suppose, doctor. 
I was beside sapnelh 

“Human, that’s all. Maybe a trifle feminine as well.” 

Leanna glanced at him ly, os to frown at 

the amusement she thought she could detect in his soft 
voice. 
“I mean no disrespect, Mrs. Leighton. Humor is my 
only weapon in this war—the only thing that keeps me 
sane. We all need something, you know. Something to 
use for balance.” 

She risked another sidelong glance, confused but at 
the same time understanding. For balance. Yes. That's 
what she'd lost when the Yankees had invaded Blythes- 
wood. The sense of the world turning in its natural 
order. “Is 4 niece going to be all right?” 

she'll be quite all right, I'm sure. Probably feel 


One part of her was anxious to walk away, into 

sanctuary of the house, to close the door on this dread- 
ful night. But another part was compelled to know the 
truth. “My house’ told me it was Confederate 
raiders who started fire.” Her statement sounded 
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like a question and she blushed at it, irritated. Like a 
child t, not wanting to believe her 


“Confederates?” x Lacey had a slow way_of 
speaking. He just as na began to 

he'd heard het not sure of that, They wore no 
both beyond my skills before 


were 

Leanna nodded, pausing to be sure he was finished 
speaking. She appreciated the carefulness of his answer, 
tact wn. But there was one more 
that she needed to say, and she took a deep 
’s im t to me that you, that someone, 


fell silent a moment, startled. For a moment, 
she merely looked at him, feeling the night winds chill- 
ing her face, hearing the night cries from the 
area finally fading. Doc Lacey met her gaze levelly, but 
without condemnation. Slowly, she felt a lump forming 
in her throat. “I... ah...” she cleared her throgt 
softly, blinking at tears that threatened to form. Yankee 
or not, his sympathy struck a chord within her. “I 
— to tell him, to apologize to Major Courtland 


“Tl extend your apologies, Mrs. Leighton. Perhaps 
in the morning, though.” He turned for the house, 
offering Leanna his arm. For a moment she hesitated, 
then blushed at her hesitation and accepted his arm 
with murmured thanks. After what had ha 
tonight, she was in their debt. She must try to offer 
them greater courtesy. 

“He risked his life to save my niece. | confess, | don't 
understand that. It's hardly what I expected from a 
Yankee officer." 

“Good men wear both blue and gray in this accursed 
war, I'm afraid. Maybe they do in all wars, I don't 
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know. Chase Courtland is a man, Mrs. Leighton. 
You dont now how lc you are o hate 
their officers’ lead—in 
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a le fc pt stood motionless, 
staring at him, framed in the soft darkness of the Vir 
ee sone aang De whe ted carved-wood 
pillars of the doorway. When she did finally speak, her 
voice was cold once more. “I do believe I just heard you 
invite me to my own supper table. Have you Yankees 
no end of gall? 

The doctor answered first with silence, his smile 


absence, Mrs. Leighton, ‘Your’ table has been 


” 


faced him squarely, trembli growing 
anger. “No,” she saatinaved with ic cae “P “Not here. 
She reminded herself that the Y major had saved 
Miranda's life tonight—and for that she was in their 
debt. But it didn’t really stem her anger. Regardless of 


35 


BF 


who had actually lit the blaze, the Yankees presence 
cr—beclong wo Yankees, Blythewood is mine Capa 

to ? 
It has to Penleys for nearly a hundred years. 
5 eg a pe ie before I relinquish it to you or anyone 


"Perhaps. ou shall.” She turned without further 
courtesy, still trembling as she started up the wide, 


far forthe Courand family, 

‘Ne to Weshington, scrwally” The pul offered an 

almost apologetic smile and a shrug. “Chase didn't tell 

rel me? Tell me what?” Joshua held her hand with 

Giese Caay given tnd Deckood oo eanty ee pciiadan 
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the war ended? God, he so. It would make 
She woluecred as 4 families. 
ve volunteered as a nurse.” She blushed as she 


parents’ eyes. “f gies sd setae Fishes Gaoaate 
was all oy me ou agree. 
“Oh. A nurse.” is voice betrayed di intment 


rarely wrote. She tried to believe it was from lack of 
time rather than lack of inclination, but these past few 
months she'd begun to wonder. Begun, for the first 
time in her life, to question whether she even knew the 
real Chase Courtland. Or whether the image she had 
formed growing py Aaa in his shadow—he'd been 
her older brother Benjamin’s closest friend and almost a 
god to an adoring little sister—was not more myth than 
actuality. Not that it changed anything either way. She 
wore he Bare t nepian 7 Boentae Pdi iat 
concerned, that meant she id become his wife 

“I wouldn't worry, dear. You know Chase by now, 
or you ought to. I'm sure he’s fine, but he’s not much 
for writing—even to me.” 

“Oh.” Susan turned back, and managed another smile. 
“Yes, of course, you're right. He’s busy, too, I'm sure.” 
She reached for her gloves. “Well, I'd best be off then. I 
don't want to miss my train.” 

“Yes. Washi , you said?” 

“Yes. I, I'd be closer there if Chase gets some 
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leave granted this winter. Perhaps I can coax him up for 
a visit. 

Joshua smiled and nodded, not sure what else to say. 
It was a Oe me Aree ee ae 


yourself now, too, Mr. Courtland. I'll write if I hear 
any news worth ing on.” 
Siadish SallcNed deed cdl ae! ass: on. chietrameceaee 


» at seventeen in 1861. But 
not any longer. And even if Chase wasn’t head over 
heels in love with the girl, love was not the only consid- 
eration to base a marriage on. Even if they lacked the 
one, they had the others in abundance. So it was time 
oak titaity ast rinotls aedden vee entice 
own family and 


He shook his and back 
at the work that lay Eppes 


those papers was an invitation pba dertvad eudeyee 
most peculiar invitation. A sw fo. tye yo of a dozen 
of Philadelphia's richie ay most powerful men. 


Men Joshua Courtland knew, but neither liked nor 
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though he'd cha his. mind 

pak ager — himself ie 
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one Courtland would be there to try to 
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Chapter Three 


“I wish you'd stay ost, Leanna didn't usually give 
in to tears, but she was hard stiday to heel frcom 
letting some fall. She h a squirming Miranda for 
the tenth time. “At least promise me another visit, 


“Well, 1...” Whitney blushed, and glanced around 
the carriage quickly. No one else was within earshot. 
But it was early to announce anything. Even Jonathon 
didn’t know yet. 

“I'm going to feel more alone now with these Yankees 
than iy Pte lifted Mandy up to the carriage seat 
beside her mother. The horse moved restlessly and 
Angus checked the animal with a growl. But Leanna 
knew it was time for them to go. The trip to New 
Market took nearly five hours. She didn’t want them 
aap and f to travel in the dark. After the attack 
on guest the other night, it was unthinkable 
to trave' after nightfall. 

“Il wish # Sh change your mind still and come home 
with us. t's what Jonathon was hoping for. Come 
back to Cool Spring.” 

“Let's not art thet argument again,” Leanna shook 
her head. “I won't run away and abandon Blytheswood 
© ikea do you think Blytheswood 

“But what © you think you can do 
by staying? . for heaven's sake, there are two 
hundred soldiers here. You can't stop them from doi 
anything they want to do. And if you do try to 
them, it will only suffice to place you and Blytheswood 
both in greater danger.” 

“I won't leave.” 

Whitney recognized the expression that hardened her 
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sister-in-law’s violet eyes and she sighed. But she made 

2 acs pa nie fae 
t 

visible, I simply nonsense, and you're taking it far too 


y 
“No, it isn’t just that. But he was right, Whitney. If 
it were Cool | you'd feel the same way.” 


mice 
neg going to 
break right there in iat 


you announced you were leaving 
Whitney smiled back, kevin dy. a 
remonstrance. “Now don’t be cruel, Leanna. 


for Whitney's hand. saad 


“Well, I. "She colored in and finall bee 243 
softy. “Well, I don’t really I can, Lea. 
iy Ea on, The coffee stoma be waste the cet Mes 


1... well, you know, Jonathon was home for a few 
days in September—" 
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Leanna frowned and immediately caught herself, fore- 
ing her anno away. It seemed brother got 
home fairly while art— 

“Anyway, I think I may be with child again. At least 

SO. | Bis would love a son.” —- 

“Whitney!” Leanna reached for her sister-in-law’s hand. 
“Oh, I'm thrilled for you! Truly I am! Does Jonathon 
know?” 


“No, not yet. I wanted to be certain. But I wrote to 
him last night. Rosie enkins said she'd get the letter to 
him me 


wasn't missing from her } 
e abide ade ¥ Meine to tes more, Leanna,” 


“Yes, I know. Oh, of course you mustn't take any 
chances,” Leanna agreed hastily. “Perhaps you might 
send Miranda up sometime, though. Especially if you 


begin to feel y at all.” 
That much I'll do,” Whi promised and leaned 


closer than sisters. “ 
our temper, Lea. Maybe aren't our own, but at 

t a few of the Yankees are decent men. | believe 
they'll treat you and Blytheswood kindly enough if 
you'll let them.” 

Leanna nodded, leaning in for a last kiss to Mandy. 
Then she forced herself away, waving Angus on. As 
ante started up, a detail of Yankee troopers swung 
into their saddles. They would escort the carriage as far 
as Strasburg where the main pike started. And Leanna 
admitted some small gratitude for Major Courtland’s 
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studyi wera hie ; , 
Aba lar ‘was sadee bclidily Yuille. ‘ark. coavselwhate 
Stewart was fair. Handsome like her husband, but with 
a difference. Something in his eyes, seman Or— 
Leanna! She caught herself in horrified shock, blushing 
furiously and more than a trifle at herself. She 
turned quickly and retreated into the before any- 


guess her thoughts. 

“Oh, Major!” Whitney touched Angus’s arm to stop 
the carriage. She leaned over, reaching one gloved hand 
down toward the Yankee commander. “I'm so glad | 
o> i You weren't at dinner last 

c* 


Riding a patrol.” He glanced up as if surprised, but 


shrugged leasantly, halting his step. 
“Yes. your Ysptain said.” Whi "s eyes shone 
with sudden intensity. “I wanted to thank you for what ~ 
you did the other night, at the risk of your own life.” 
“Thank God, instead.” He smiled faintly. “I think 
He kept me on that roof.” 
Whitney shook her head, not allowing him to treat 
won thank you, Major. From my Pro and me 


He nodded once, glancing toward the house. Leanna 
was just spn oe | inside. “Your sister-in-law isn’t 

ing back to New Market with you, I gather.” 

“No. Leanna is deeply attached to Blytheswood. She 
refuses to leave.” There was a strained silence. Whitney 
managed a final smile. “Actually, I'm somewhat reas- 
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was suddenly only Major Courtland and Doc Lacey still 

the table sails . She Sho geenas uneasily toward 
both of them and hurried her own eating. major 
was finished, but Doctor Lacey was only half 

his pie. It would be ungpeatably rod her to leave 
before he was done to wish she hadn't 
come down again tonight. She hurried another mouth- 
ful and glanced warily up again—this time to find Ma- 
jor Courtland’s eyes studying her. 

“Mrs. Leighton.” His voice was quite soft, but it 
startled her nevertheless. She almost dropped the fork. 
“What have I done to deserve your unrelenting enmity?” 

Se ee ee Pindh ne sree Sore 
said nothing, Lacey or Jewel might inter- 
rupt and pare Dare answering. But second 
passed like an eternity and still there was only an expec- 
tant silence around her. “It isn’t you, Maj . [mean 

personally.” There was another si » She felt 
Major Courtland’s eyes still on her, and she was careful 
to avoid his gaze. 

“You mean it’s simply the uniform? Simply because 
I'm a Federal officer? 

“Major, please. | cannot see where a conversation of 
this sort can lead us.” 

Fm can oa Mrs. Lagoon he returned. 
“We've got a winter coming I'd just as soon 
know the reason for your hostiity.. Pha agp 
something to alleviate it and things w 

t all around.” 

“Nothing will ‘alleviate’ it.” Leanna raised her eyes at 
last, their violet depths flashing with resentment. 
“Nothing less than fey up your entire battalion and 


ac 6 
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it!” 

Doc Lacey cleared his throat and concentrated in- 
tently on finishing his pic. Leanna glanced at him in 
irritation, if there was a trace of amusement 
there on his face. 
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“You are, I believe, the most stubbornly Confederate 
person I've ever met. Your sister-in-law wasn't as fierce 


” 


s eyes flashed 2 in and she slammed her fork 


his dishes away and forward to rest his 
forearms on the table. “I don’t mean to upset you 
any further. I just thought we could somehow come to 
an understanding.” He paused and frowned. “Why are 
you such an ardent Confederate? Have you lost broth- 
ers or cousins, maybe? Have you been mistreated by 
other Union officers?” 
“No, Major, thank God. I am a Confederate by 


| 


“You mean you're pro-slavery?” 
Lee, Pin a Geasetioaie: Usiog”. Lannas shake 
faintly at his question. Slavery was a delicate issue. 
Gal damped are wake Savas Over & tie lace Gear be 
had been home. He'd objected to Jewel's status in 
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+1 tre bicep ace sateen nds eae ae 
basic inability to accept freedom 
“I have the feeling you're maki a distinction of 
some kind,” Major Courtland spoke vy, his eyes still 
on Leanna’s face. “As if there are two issues here.” 
Pagr hon: fo vey potent Major. And—”" 


ey in and Maj 
frowned, leaning back in hi nae Na 


“You believe lathe: vilidiey; thunk: of slavery?” 
“I believe it’s ridiculous to free forty percent of the. 
South’s population, Major, wiahout’tegind to the: fect 


ty oom 
Gren to replacing the labor force the South i xn! 
yeep have freed every two-year-old in 
! That would have made as much sense!” 
Coulead sche be ont color forty. te 
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the absence of the usual moralizing. “But it’s too late 
now. And it has the whole twice as fiercely 
united. It did accomplish that much. phar sown 
to death, quite simply, of what is going to happen now if 
the Yankees do win. Scared to at the thought of 
all those thousands of slaves roaming wild, stealing for 
food and clothes, perhaps forming into bands thar will 
attack white farms and such, scared of murder and rape 
pr oeagnee ty pean Diy rmcamiabttrt tox ip 


Reverend Brown, arming slaves with steel-tipped lances 
and inciting wholesale massacres?” 

Leanna flushed and the anger returned to her eyes. 
“Do I look like a Simon Legree, Major Courtland? Yet 
don't all your Yankees out in my think part of 
being a ‘Rebel’ is our love of whipping black women 
and children?” 


“Foul,” Doc Lacey injected firmly, raising his hand. 
“On both of you.” am 

Leanna fell silent, startled by his interruption. 

“Haven't you anything else to do, Doctor?” Maj 
Courtland asked pointedly. “Any patients to see to? 

Leanna hid a smile at his irritation and perversely 
exerted herself to be charming. “Please stay, Doctor. 
She met the Major's dark gaze tauntingly. “See how 
reasonable we can be? I'm willing to trust the 
impartiality of one of your own men.” 
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questioned softly. “You doubt my 


looked on quizzically, half frowning. The 
two men wordless looks. She had the feeling 


Lacey glanced at him with an odd smile. “Paranoia 
now, Chase?” he 
« + a. ~ 


followed him out of the room with her eyes, instead. 
Enjoyed this discussion? Was he being sarcastic? If he'd 
enjoyed it, wh aries sa Pees ted it? 

domey Mrs. Leighton, I'm id I've interrupted 
your conversation.” He too was watching his command- 
ers d and Leanna’s frown grew more quizzical. 
He an almost worried look on his face. His ‘doctor 
look,’ Jewel called i 

“T'm afraid I don 
shaking her head. 

Doc Lacey seemed to draw his attention back to 
Leanna with an effort, offering a distracted smile. “What? 
Oh, it was nothing you said. He is moody sometimes. 
The more so lately. 

She had the feeling that was all the explanation she 
was going to get, the feeling of a door being closed on 
her—firmly, however gently, the feeling of ranks bei 
closed. “I see,” she said, not meaning it. “I believe I 
retire, then, Doctor.” She nodded politely as she rose, 

inning to turn toward the door. 


it. 
‘t understand,” she murmured finally, 


Mrs. Leighton, did you find our discussion offensive _ 

to you?” 

Tiss aeeostion, scattinng, ber, coughs, hen iat. the doc 

and she turned. “Offensive?” She considered it a moment, 

wondering. “No.” Her answer was vaguely surprising 
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to know feelings 
nga your fel aati him 

. again, looking at strangely. 
“Yes, the Major's first name. Short for Chesleigh, 
— though he'd not like that fact to get out I 







peels a faint smile. 

“We doctors have more leeway than most officers. | 
usually remember his rank, but now and , when 
I'm dealing on a more level—” He broke off. 
“Anyway, that’s irrelevant.” 

Leanna . She was having a hard time 
disliking this party Yankee. 

nee enna 
then? You aren at us?” 

Leanna ) , then nodded. “Yes, I'll come back, 
Doctor.” 

He smiled at that, k Chase dad pleased. “Per- 
ences ye oyed it. 1 think Chase did, too. Well, good 

t then. you tomorrow.” 


Paine silt eatriaen, Mair Couette 
else, “eee act, fy nage dha chm gts Courtland had 
spoken to her as an equal tele diacustion, He'd 
been genuinely anxious to hear her thoughts, conceding 

a point when she earned one, not astounded that her 
pe rapper ble of deeper t than whether to 
bake light or muffins for . Whereas South- 
ern men, Stewart at least, would have listened with a 
condescending smile. They would never have reacted 
with anger. would never have taken her seriously 
enough to argue . And then, so suddenly, he'd y 
walked out. It never occurred to her that part of 
uneasiness at that moment might have stemmed from a 
concern for the man inside the uniform. She did not think 
of him yet as a man. Only as a Yankee. She shook her 
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rasta spin: Aypenebrretic iy ear ig ee. 1 1 
eveni ei guar pac, Er ing, 
from ing to end, had not clarified any of 
problems at Blytheswood, On the contrary. had on 

agg ter encciray Gina baring. scayples. «cae 
naebestaen gree ip onpienar sd wre Ber ust on 

night stand. And she reminded herself she must 
speak to Hilda tomorrow. The girl was paying no atten- 
tion to her work. Enigmatic Yankees or not, she had a 
house to keep running and that came first. 


Hilda giggled and pressed closer to the Yankee trooper, 
stealing another swift glance toward the main house just 
visible through the trees. “Gosh, I'd better get going.” 
She sighed and ran her hand up the side of his dark blue 
jacket, pressing her hips a little closer to his. “You know 
she'll be lookin’ for me. I can hear her now. ‘Hilda, did 
you dust that night table?’ She mimicked Leanna’s patri- 
cian tone. “ ‘Now scrub up that walk, Hilda, it needs it 
badly.’ ” 

“Stay a bit longer.” His voice was husky, his hands 
bolder as he pulled the girl closer and n her hair. 
One sun-tanned, lean slid up her belly to cup 
her breast beneath the stiff homespun fabric. 

Hilda smiled and relaxed against him. A surge of 
excitement tingled in her loins. His hand tightened 
familiarly on her breast, his thumb teasing the tender 
flesh of the nipple as his mouth touched her neck. She 
closed her eyes and stood still for a moment letting him 
do as he willed. She always allowed them just this 
much—and no more. Five of them, she was working 
on. Five narrowed down from a hundred. Lordy, she 

t to herself, smiling as she felt the trembling in 
the hard male body pressed behind hers, surely one of 
them would give in soon! Offer the wedding ring she 
was holding out for. 

He groaned against her ear, turning her around to 
face him. As he kissed her,-Hilda could taste the sweet- 
ness of the hard cider he'd shared with her a moment 
ago. Some of the men had made it from apples left on 
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At least he hadn't said no. 


Hilda smiled, encouraged. 
She dared another swift 


Biythes 
a 
re 
alwa 


“Oh 


— f it didn’t work, there was 
Punt cis Hi lent towketia i 


Pon follow 


her skirt up by 
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now and he was touching her through only her li 
finen bloomers. She felt a strange wetness spr cate 


to the brass ‘U.S.’ of his belt buckle. It hesitated a 
minute, touching the smooth leather of his wide black 
belt, then sli an inch lower—to the first button of 
his trousers. He was so swollen she could feel him 
there, hard and warm beneath the light blue of hi 
pants. She him curiously. It was the first ti 
she 


gira 


ey 
Hf 
: 
| 
i 
af 


around the girl, Hilda as his hand 
capella wagecanat 

is touch. She started to pull away, but his 
found her first, rubbing at her and then suddenly plung- 
ing inside the wet heat of her young body, his palm 


the nd in his eagerness. Hilda struggled against that 
adage sudden fear, onl succeeding i drivi 
fis fingers deeper into her. With the s 

thunder cracking in a storm, a burst of ecstasy exploded 
in her loins, shaking her to her very soul. For a moment, 


i 
fi 


; 


over her, his hand te at the buttons of his trousers 
Hilda cried out in fear, struggling helplessly beneath 
the soldier's weight. 


“No, Georgie—no, no, no!” She gasped and choked 
on her words. The hard tip of him was already probing 
her wet flesh, pressing against the soft skin of her inner 
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Every filthy story I've ever heard about you is proving 
true! 


“And what shall we say about Virginian women, 
Mrs. ps goed That they play the dirtiest on 
earth then complain the cards fall against 
them?” 

“Are you implyi iene ese te serge 

“I'm not i ing a goddamn thing! I'm saying straight 
oui ten | bane whole story and the blame is not 
entirely one-sided! | warned the girl myself not three 


= ago.” 
ushing with fury, Leanna instinctively glanced at 
the Union doctor for su k 

“Don't look at me, Mrs. Leighton.” Doc Lacey 

and offered a faint smile. “I volunteered to 

referee between you two once before—only because you 
had pie forks that looked to me momentarily . 
Neither of ‘ou have a weapon now, so rant on at one 
pects Yel to your hearts ses anh “ah 
J ted something suspiciously li t 
and peat ahr tears stinging her eyes. “I'm ae trying 
to look out for Hilda’s best interests!” Her voice broke 
but she kept her head high. “The rest of you apparently 
don't care!” 

“That isn't true!” Major Courtland protested grimly. 
“] regret the incident deeply! I did everything I could to 
prevent its happening in the first wa 

“I suppose you think we s feel honored then, 
Major, that a Yankee should offer to marry a Virginian 
girl merely because he brutally assaulted her.” Leanna’s 

They Fup all ewel grum- 

‘e $ gonna start u over again,” J 
a 

. Hi ve a cau- 

(is chaste Geak-tg wtaas T taoper Boones etal Gelert, 

ee ee en ee 
behind him. 

Hasn't it crossed anybody's mind that Hilda would 
want to see justice?” raged. 

“Justice!” Jewel interrupted with a glare at Leanna’s 
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“And after that, I'd better hear only glowing reports 


rie a your behavior as a husband. Is that also 
SAB vate Lacie anald tow she angry 

oe major's 
a he red to ee. Sita poc emigre i 
Leanna bootsteps a moment —— 
and she tok her sad ono th bie flood then 
Maybe pa ttn. Hao 
gas Seonty: 

—try to get out and find that foraging detail, but 


” Major Courtland,” Leanna interrupted. She stepped 
forward for them to see her. “I have a few questions.” 
will have to wait for another time, Mrs. 


—. I have things to do.” 
't you alwa Rivet Naitued: Waiea wate ybnsemyeoy 


for the two While this catastrophe was 
“One of Seeagicg esi "t back, Mrs. Leighton 

our isn a 

Doc invcrrepeed with s concilistory tooe “We 


battalion, 
tlemen! They aren't my canara <Eiehconaal is! 
carta wah are gst nage + 
= aston as you just did! 
cet oune Vices weno to pull the wool over our 
one ee “Mo it. Guides If i 
ptains of ships do it on trains. If it 
mag toc Be gg Fl check with General Sigel’ 
ee Mrs. Leighton. How much does it matter? 
a rap hep eben ‘ll behave that way. I 
’s really bothering you is that the whole thing 
ended a 4 hisha ase baally. Pagers sie ye No Yan- 
kees strung from a tree.” ne Wms fire as 
he turned to face her. “Is that it ust up 
aod tow these’ wo Say weataly io 
“That's a disgusting thing to accuse me of!” Leanna 
went rigid with fury. “I demand an honorable solution 
and you—" 
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“Honorable? God damn it, honorable?” 
Despite her fury, Leanna took a half step backward, 
cowed by the danger she could see suddenly flashing in 


his eyes. 
“What's honorable about this whole damn thing? Is it 
honorable for girl to lead on half-dozen diferen t 
men looking for a marriage proposal? Honora one 
of those men to finally rape her? What the hell does it 
matter if the solution's honorable when none of the rest 
of it is?” 

“Naturally, you'll go to any length to excuse your 


“I'm not excusing anyone or anything! Damn it, don't 
our ears work right, Mrs. Lei ? I'm sorry it 
. I regret the incident deeply. That doesn't 
it! Hanging the boy wouldn't undo it either! Now 
whether that satisfies you or not, I've no time to con- 
tinue this discussion. I've got a half-dozen men out in 
enemy territory and no idea where, why, or how.” He 
turned on one heel, not bothering to touch his hat this 
time in farewell. “Now good-bye, damn it!” 

He a past po : angrily that Leanna flinched, 
staring after him as oe the — i 
room and out into the main hall. Ti tise ooeamen 
a moment later. Only then did she realize she'd been 
holding her breath and she forced it out in a shaky sigh. 

For a moment, she found herself dangerously close to 
tears, but couldn't begin to find a reason to feel so 
stricken. She would have been shocked to be told that 
she cared for Major Courtland’s good opinion of her. 
Doubly shocked to learn how deeply she’d come to 

on him—his air of quiet authority, his distant 
kindnesses, the order out of chaos he'd brought with 
him to Blytheswood. The events of the day shaken 
her badly. His leaving just now had seemed a desertion 
of some kind, abandoning her to face it alone. 

“You touched a sore point, I'm afraid, siniy toes er 

Leanna started, flushing and turning her to find 
Doc Lacey standing almost lazily by the sideboard. 
“Excuse me? I’m sorry, | didn't hear—?” 
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“A sore point,” he repeated with a shrug. “With the 
major. 
Leanna followed his gesture roward the fading echoes 


She felt like something had run over her. Recently. 
Some brandy?” 

Leanna her head, not reacting to the noncha- 
lance with which he served himself. What a terrible 
day. pico Sean ae aatag tat. gg Stewart should 
have come . Stewart should be dealing with this, 
not 


her. 
“Drink this, Mrs. Leighton. Doctor's orders.” 


= 


“Chase truly does regret the incident doopiy Mrs. 
Leighton.” He out a chair and seated himself at 
the table with her, pushing a dough-stuck bow! away. 
“That's why he reacted so angrily to you. That and 
detail that’s overdue. He's got thone men on his mind, 
too " 


Leanna only shrugged and drew a deep breath, si 
ping her brandy. Its liquid fire burned her throat as 
swallowed it, but it felt somehow reassuring—a physi- 
cal thing easily controlled. In control to the confusion of 
the day, it was a , 

“I couldn't believe Hilda decided to marry him. I just 
— believe she'd do that. She has no sense of honor 
at all.” 

Doc Lacey hid a small smile as he glanced com 
sionately at Leanna, watching her a moment before 
answering. Her beautiful face was shadowed in the 
failing sun, and there was much of the child showing in 
it just now, vulnerable, chastised, a trifle forlorn. Usu- 
ally it was formidably strong, coldly arrogant. He smiled 
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gently. “You and Major Courtland are much alike in 

pon Dot If you would both just recognize that fact, 
fetuet in 

Leanna , beginning to draw back in her chair. 


at you just now—what got him into the war to begin 
with. He was in England, visitin pis sipeonel ee 


He glanced at Leanna as if expecting an answer. It 
startled her and she only shook her , unable to 


home immediately. He thought it over for a few weeks 
and volunteered for a cavalry assignment. That was in 
july of 1861. Honor, Mrs. Leighton.” He smiled faintly, 

itterly. “The war was honorable then. And honorable 
men enlisted in it. Pity so much of that honorableness is 
dead now, isn’t it? Dead and buried six feet under the 
cold earth.” 

Leanna gave him a strange look, wanting to excuse 
herself but unsure how to do it. She wasn’t sure he 
remembered she was still there. He sounded as if he 
were thinking out loud, talking to himself, of strange 
and chilling things. 

“To win the war with honor. That was it in the 
ae wasn't it? And then the battles came and 
men died and honor began to get pushed in the back- 
ground just a bit. It’s hard for a man to choose honor 
over life, you know. Some of them did, of course. pier’ 
were usually the first to die. And then honor itself 
ee ee ee 

t was the most honorable way to kill people? What 
sashes hagentewmare-sbpeae Mgadhdbiommea emit am 
honor his responsibility to his own troops’ survival or 
Sige asmie” tachaber tellee’“OF. Ctavebric oven? “Avo tse 
enemy due honorable treatment or are they mad dogs to 
be shot at any opportunity? Cheeta cade tbe 1 am 
Mrs. Leighton. An age-old question actually. If the 
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ving for 
moment thoughtfully and then suddenly turned his head 

What do you think. Mrs. Leighton? 
How would you answer that question?” 

Leanna was taken aback. “Well, why, I—" 

“You'll have to answer that question sometime during 
this war, you know. We all will before it's done.” 

Leanna her hands in an uneasy gesture, silent. 

“Honor isn’t important to me.” 

That flat statement startled her into staring at him. 
She'd have thought him the last of all the men in the 
Yankee battalion to say such a thing. 

“That shocks you, doesn't it?” He smiled vagy 
aere her eyes briefly. “Because you like me. Oh, 
don’t it, Mrs. Leighton, | know you do. We 
doctors achieve a sort of perspective on people. Maybe 
because we see so much of people's private selves, thei 
eaesnet sete ive leeen to step Netic Segre backend 

there we can see things clearer than the 
directly involved. 1 know you like me and I like you as 
well. t's why I'm saying these things. | want you to 
understand. Honor doesn't mean a damn thing to me. 
Life does. I'd take the sneakiest, most awful solution 
available if it could end this monstrous war, end the 
killing and the maiming. Never think twice.” 

Leanna frowned, wary of such a statement. It sounded 
far too simplistic to be true. “I can't believe you mean 
that, Doctor. I can't believe you or any other decent 
man could so totally disregard honor.” 

Doc Lacey startled her mn ty Sep rip. oer 6 as he 
shrugged. - ivable | not care honor.” 

“Yes,” she agreed. “To me.” 

“Oh, you are like Chase, Mrs. Leighton. My sympa- 
thies to of you.” 

She frowned, puzzled. 

“Honor is a terrible cross to bear, dear. Look at 
Chase out there right now—leading a patrol for those 
missing men of his. He’s tired as hell, but for some 
crazy sense of honor, he thinks he's got to lead the 
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head as if at the t he'd so softly aloud, 
obviously to himself. He rose to his feet suddenly, 
ing the last of the brandy, then down to catch 


and hold Leanna’s eyes, smiling faintly as he reached 
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that took the place of coffee. The officess fad shared. 
half-dozen les contributed by a local woman. But 


crammed of salt beef and pork barrels and weevily 
hard-tack. Disdained by Federal troops. A treasure for 


the starving CSA. 
“When?” Major Jonathon Penley rode quietly to his 
elbow and whi _ 

Stewart glanced sideways at Penley’s face, shadowed 


art managed a faint smile and a thumbs-up sign of 
encouragement, thinking of Leanna as he always did 


features—the similarity in the expressions, those same 
startling violet eyes. There was a sudden ache 
vie ag Lig aig He hadn't been home since . . . 


when was it? Last spring sometime. A lifetime ago, at 
least. “A few more minutes.” He smiled bitterly as he 
added. “Let them get our dinner cooked for us first.” 
Jonathon didn’t smile. = mens instead and 
shrugged. Stewart noticed, t said nothing. Jonathon 
didn't like this kind of warfare. Well, hell. did? 
Sneaking in the woods like common thieves, Surprise 
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inside Confederate lines before an hour had full swears 
Stewart grinned a weary triumph to Gener tuart’s 
down. “We got them. Happy Thanksgiving, General. 

“Colonel Leighton?” Samia Bryant appeared sud- 
denly at Stewart's side, saluting as he interrupted. 
“Captain Carlson just asked after Major Penley. Have 
you seen him, sir? He isn’t with his men.” 

Coldness gripped the pit of Stewart's belly. His grin 
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faded as he turned around, startled. “Penley? No, not 
since before we started in anyway. He's not with the 
either?” 
t shook his blond head grimly. “Captain Carlson 
said he checked there already. 
Stewart looked anxiously over one shoulder in the 
direction ‘d come from. It was too late now anyway, 
if Jonathon fallen there in the Yankee camp. “Ask 
ee eee 
He had to do thar at least for Leanna. She would want 
to know. 


“Lost your major, Colonel?” Jeb Stuart clapped the 
Beaton RA ernRarS Tr eanirsrmaRd RANE 2 
atcvet - ee ees ing at the 

ine of wagons wi ious approval. t's a 

eee Ge cos bad peice gear ‘or these supplies. I 

to hell there's some ammunition in one of them. 

We're awfully low.” 

Stewart nodded, walking up to stand with his com- 
aergrminrn comment go avaeme — to him. soem 
been in this enough to know lives were sim 
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“No sign of the major, sir,” Captain Bryant reined in 
hi demas eel decmadsdeiury ess apeals "Cine <i deer aaah 
said they thought they saw him get hit as we were 
ne but in ee ‘ at His _— ee 

. The young captain shrugged, his mou It 
wast good news. Why the el i someone sw him 
hit, hadn't they made an effort to grab for him? To get 
him back to his own lines? He would have if he had 
seen it. 

“Fine, Captain.” Stewart accepted the information 
calmly. He expected it as soon as he'd had to ask. 
Damn. It was a damn shame. Penley was one hell of a 

officer. One the CSA could ill afford to have lost. 

those Yankees. “Thanks, in. Better go see 

to those rations’ distribution now. men are getting 

hungry.” Stewart spared a single last glance toward the 
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Yankee camps to the northwest and stood a moment 
after his general turned to gesture him inside the head- 
_eesebtenns Se eee rane Sone 


Leanna opened her eyes and rolled over restlessly in 
the darkness. Thanksgivi ing night, November 26th, and 
i received Mosby's urgent 
plea for aid. And she had nothing so far to show for the 
passing of those days. Any qualms she'd originally had 
about playing spy had been quelled by Stewart's last 
letter. Confederate soldiers were getting paid cleven 
dollars a month. But in Richmond, flour was two hun- 
dred dollars a barrel, coffee eighteen dollars a pound, 
butter four dollars a pound, three dollars a dozen, 
bacon eight dollars a pound; 2 geese ta 
paper, and sugar nearly unobtainable. President Jeffer- 
son Davis's wife was passing out recipes for rat meat. 
The Federal blockade had tightened the coast. 
Vi had followed New ns’s fall this summer, 
and the Yankees held the whole Mississippi River now. 
Overtaxed rail lines were breaking down. | uate 
ironworks could not manufacture ammunitions and 
motives both. Even the promise of bumper harvests in 
the Valley and the lower South wouldn't help if there 
was no way to get those supplies up North where 
Richmond and the Army of Northern Virginia were 
starving. The CSA was in trouble. It needed a dramatic 
turnaround. -— 
It wasn't that she hadn't tried. But, no sooner had 
Major Courtland returned with his lost detail than he 
set out again, leading half the battalion across the 
haga, Ipowdagprr amapoen decane bee nceor deeds 
Royal, an then a long, sweepi look at the country 
around it. hadn't retu until this i 
interrupting a iving Day feat Jewel tended 
all day on. Irritated by that, and even more, Leanna 
admitted candidly to herself, by Jewel's exhuberant plea- 
sure to see the Yankee major there to enjoy the fine 
meal, she had lost her temper and said several spiteful 
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inch closer to information Mosby wanted so 
d ry. Iranything, she was l Ma- 
jor and looked grim i by the end of the 
tense meal. Even Doc Lacey had caught her eye, rais- 
ing a brow in gentle a 
nasty exchange. And he was usually to avoid 
taking sides. 

A sound from down the hall drew her attention and 
she sat up slowly in bed, ing her head to hear 


Tor only a minute, she hesitated, debating the 
dom of she contemplated. Then she rose 

from her bed to draw on a dressing gown and a soft- 
soled pair of slippers. Dressed like this, she could pre- 
tend didn’t know he was there. Simply walk into 
the room as if indulging the whim of a restless night. It 


haps a comment, all in innocence, that she might make 
amends for previous y ing hi 
map of the nearby V ee That might 
work better. It ought, at least, to help 

already had one—maybe even where it was kept, or 
who had it. 

The door was open. Soft moonlight illuminated the 
smal] room from the central window, and Leanna paused a 
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oe Ge ok olan dies ray Finally, 
caught a trimmed 
down nearly to extinction —* "Mier Crartlond wk slenely 
on the dark leather sofa beside it, his boots resting heel 
down on the table, his head back and one hand pressed 
wearily to his eyes. Leanna stood a moment in awkward 
stillness, suddenly hating to intrude. Obviously, he had 
not heard her 5 pried srcbyrons pests 5 
og egy light of the oil lamp barely 
his but Leanna could see weariness etched deeply 
upon it. He looked surprisingly human as he sat there 
and Pre uc we t showed the 
fine, patrician cut of high cheek bones, a straight nose, 
the square lines of a strong jaw. Thick waves of dark 
Sip emg ppm RRC ETA EN 
harsh face. a surprisingly gentle looking mouth, 
ey hard — imly drawn, sacar poneviogon 
i in thought or . It 
ae mal as pr that egos Yankee, yes, but he 


Damn Mosby, she t suddenly. It was dark and 
she was half undressed. Let him get his own codebook! 


room, and then she saw it. A book of some kind, 
coaciaereen Ox pti on his lap. She felt a surge of 


ing to an immediate stop. “I'm sorry to intrude. | didn't 

eS venkat aa Aa oe + 

“No problem. I'm sorry I startled you.” ae 

a brief, apologetic smile, beginning to rise to his feet, 

taking up the book in one and closing it as he 

moved. Even that single swift glance in the near dark- 
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again. She before the silence could become 
too obviously awkward, not daring another look at the 
book lying just out of reach. “I—as long as I’ve run into 
you here, Major, let me take advantage of the opportu- 
nity to apologize for my behavior earlier, at dinner. I 
certainly you will forgive me.” 

“No a necessary, Mrs. Leighton. My own be- 
havior was far from exemplary in return.” He cocked 
his head in the near darkness, hesitating before he 
continued. “Actually, I spent some time es week 

t 


i 


several times doing just that.” He paused again and 
Leanna heard the sound of a soft si PHow it the girl 
by the way? Sur, pam ife all right?” 

Leanna flushed at his question, tensing in remem- 
bered anger. Hilda’s smug insolence, informing her that, 


He lifted one dark brow in ise, his 
eae a ern 
guess Barnes will be well i anyway then for 
1 Imagine being tied to that for the rest of 
your life. 


His dark eyes gleamed, a wider smile curved his 
mouth. “Barnes, I believe, is actually from New 
Hampshire. And from what I've heard of their climate, 


you might well get your wish.” 
to allow her eyes to briefly catch his in shared satisfaction. 
It startled her how it felt—that sense of partner- 
ship with a man. Even a Yankee. But the silence 
again as amusement faded and Leanna took 
— step longingly toward the book. She couldn't just 
up and take the thing with him standing there. 
He'd never let her do that if it was what meg ane it 
was. 
“Mrs. Leighton, can | make an observation without 
offending you? This is the first conversation we've had 
where we weren't at one another's throats by now. I, 
for one, find this far more pleasant.” He offered a 
tentative smile, a gesture of conciliation. “Shall we make 
a midnight to try to end our quarreling?” 

Leanna glanced at him sharply, startled. It would be 
to her advantage, she realized instantly. It would make 
it far easier to get information. Wasn't that how Belle 
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aha See arses vic edt in Front 
Royal? bee ge = re she stalled a moment, 
thinking quickly ship: iqvetd vedo) nentlibp ‘afeee ths 
hostilities that had lain between them. . 
“A simple truce. You watch ‘temper and I'll 
watch mine. It can only be to our benefits.” 
Intaasor Se I must admit you Yankees have behaved better 
first thought you would.” That much was true. 


eee cee eee 


hore pir sacra bt a sane SR aE 


sek thin: lotale ee ctliootiea.” She pla nt op 


with the lace of the dressing » hot daring 

to meet his eyes. She felt a ia eaten bids gua 

a sense of quick wariness. Then he shrugged. 
tee ae 


ne Peete. Sie rh that told her nothi 
aeaeeca toiep a $0, eink de pox ia et 


Saayek hiaee sien please? He was silent. Standi 
the sofa, hs dark whore ned 


74 





now. She knew he must be wondering why she didn’t 
leave. There was only one more chance. And she knew 
well what she was risking to even try it. 

“When I was a child, 1 used to come into this room 
often. My father used it. And sometimes when he was 
tired, I'd stand behind him on the sofa and rub his 
neck. He said it made him feel better.” She gave him an 


innocent, disarming smile that would have made proud 
the best actress. “Sit down, Major, and I'll do the same 
for you. As a of our new truce.” 


le hesita a! minute and Leanna felt her heart 


 owettgabage mts ee 
found place coaxingly on low, 
managing another of those artiess smiles Ph et 


rn. 

t's , Major. Just relax.” She lifted one hand 
from the wood frame roseate of the Victorian sofa, 
pry it to lie on one broad shoulder. The warmth 
of ised her—that and the shock of touchi 
him at all. She tried to ignore it, rambling on in a soft 
voice of childhood memories . . . her father, her brother, 
herself . . . what little she could remember of her mother. 
ce whee him. If she'd dared, she’d te sung him 
a lullaby. Her fingers to cramp and ignored 
iis aekdincertect w tel-stenk-of tu waster ae 
i muscles beneath her hands begin to relax. He'd 
Ghinedl his-eyet’ swell lemming hie’ dork: teed. Soack 
against the edge. The softly ing edges of his hair 
tickled her hands as she worked. stiff, stand up 
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she commanded silently. Damn you, Yankee, go to 


ohirs. Leighton, what is the point of this?” He 
without moving, only opened his eyes with a half 
; : , Nis 


if 


to push by. “Get out of my way! 
some other time.” 
“I meant no insult.” 


He moved a step to keep between Leanna and the 
door, raising one hand to grip her arm. “You want to go 
visiting friends somewhere in the Valley? You want to 
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have someone here? You want a new barn or an old one 
whitewashed? Pins? Cloth? Sugar? Just tell me what.” 

“I don’t want anything from you!" She hissed it in 
genuine fury, all the more furious because she knew, 
even in the midst of her anger, that she dared not reveal 
what she'd really been after. And the things he sug- 
gested were demeaning in their triviality. 

“I didn't mean | would be adverse to granting any of 
ar igen I named, Mrs. Leighton,” he continued 
firmly. y that I'm no mind reader. I don't know 
what you want unless you ask. I kept waiting for you to 
do that, but finally | t I'd save us both time and 
energy to simply ask.” 

Leanna stared up at him in sudden deep shock. Her 
fury faded and her body began to tremble in its passing. 
He had not been malicious then. He had not meant to 
taunt her. There was a strange gentleness in his dark 
gaze that conveyed that more clearly than words. 

ey i segronae id oe it is, ser you're 
doi ? ing to run thi y yourself, tryi 
to deal with 4 wala bacieliont of enemy soldiers het 
have suddenly appeared all around you? My first duty 
is to my men and my cause, but you're a woman, not a 
soldier, and I'll help if I can .” 

She trembled harder, seeing his face through the blur 
of rears that’ began: wo mist hér eyes: Gad, how. good 
that sounded—some help. She was tired of trying so 
hard, tired of being so strong, knowing she could not, 
dared not, admit the slightest weakness to herself for fear 
she'd stop right there, fall down in her tracks and never 
have the to back up. Overseeing all the 
ied peter ae | jouns 
dich, the carcsons Ioater, snd as baloven- read 


now i for Mosby. What else could anyone 
ask of her? What a 


more could she give? 
She jerked away from his grip with a wracking sob, 
trying fo run forthe door. Somehow he in front 
her again and his arms closed around her, ing her 


while tears washed her face and choked the b in 
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hollow of his er, 

brass buttons that lined his chest, oreo 
and utterly unable to move. This was what she need 
so desperately —the of a man to aid her. South- 
ern women were raised to on men—their fathers, 
their brothers, their h . Then they had all aban- 
doned them, riding off to war. And she, who had been 
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one sun-bronzed hand to her cheek to wipe it dry and 
she raleed thet head at the touch, her. besutiful, viotst 


as he took what she offered, her soft lips crushed 
jo 2 Boseactlicat neti roccax. 8 rae i 
t 


taut through the thin layers of her 3 
Posies skin to pain exph at that touch, a 


had her husband awakened this ungovernable, bursting, 
"No!" She gped her denial with her last remaining 
o! wi 
shred of control. Stewart. Her husband. She must 
Chase's arms loosened slightly at her cry and 
away from him in a single, breathless 
door. She heard him start after her, felt 
her arm of his outstretched hand and 
stumbling blindly down the hall to her room. S 
ran, fell into its darkness and slammed 
i a hese: truer ctw taeda Pate 
. sounded outside, walking slowly. 
part way to her door, then . Silent a min 
in the opposite direction. She shook 
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falling in love with him, it whispered to her. F 
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he died, 

“Major Penley?” An impersonal voice intruded on his 
thoughts and his efforts to keep sane despite this tearing 
fire in his gut. Someone crouched over him in the 
wagon. “Swallow this.” 

mething liquid and faintly sweet dribbled into his 
mouth. He swallowed to keep from choking, and found 
at Mag Bh calor aera io Neck. Sr 
wheel bit deep in a soft spot and shook violently pulling 
free. The agony exploded through his body in redou- 
bled intensity, and he lost consciousness to it and lauda- 
num together. 
At one edge of the bench where the Federal assistant 
surgeon rode with these most critically wounded, an 
orderly belched and scratched at the lice in his beard. 
“Stu , them Rebs. That one should have been 
dead days ago.” 

The doctor only shrugged, not ing any lo 
to preach compassion rue adhe ee Gary ie 

81 


had been too long a war for that. “Well don't give. up, 
Wolmer. We've a ride yet to Culpepper.” 
The orderly sf ete api ane Mi 


bis; shelton aid = 
i sain Yees Ws = Remhirs eal 
ut on the other hand, he told himself, it beat hell out 
ge et 
nightfall, some of ‘em would be dead anyhow. 
would be more room in the wagon tomorrow. 
“Th 


i 


try. 
she was standing still for a 
istfully off at the mountain 


YS... 
“I was thinking of playing truant this afternoon, 
myself.” He smiled faintly a stepped closer, reaching 
for the wicker rug beater in her hand. 
She watched pa sk lm er fea 
draped over the low bough, noting the play of ache 
muscles beneath the ye ig a broadcloth ae re- 
membering the feel of them beneath her hands with 
ay, Seen. Feeee sens, saeiaing in him that 
pulled at her. And something about the power of that 
pull that frightened her. 

“You've been avoiding me, Mrs.Leighton.” 


evenly, watching the rug instead of Leanna’s 
face. “I oe you haven't your mind.” 

She sai ing, only watched the dust flying from 
the deep burgundy pile of the Oriental rug as he whacked 
it 


“I considered apologizing to you for what happened 
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She glanced back to him . 
only a faint frown touch his face, a flash of some sort of 
puzzled irritation flicker in his eyes. 

“Oh, yes, my fiancée . . .” 

She half frowned, waiting. But he offered no further 


explanation. 
What I came over here for anyway, Mrs. Leighton, 
ncomfortable 
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se eH emer po ie P'd like your 
company. And guide.” a 

Leanna shook her head. “I'm afraid that's impossible, 
Major. It would be most improper.” 


: i strong 
ow dangerous it might be to agree. But could it 
do any real harm? They would be chaperoned well 

» She needn't risk a repeat of what had flared 

yed she was not merely 1 i excuses to justi a 
ad yearning impulse to go. She loved age 
this time of year. She hoped it was only that. “All right, 
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was silvered by water ing from between black 
In the spring, wild violets would there. The forest 
and meadows would be sprin! with rose azalea, 


laurel and de : and rhododendron. God's hand 


The growl of a wild mountain cat sounded once in 
joe mary Agree x ne gen mee yeni iossie! 
closer to hers, drawing his carbine. they'd gli 
Seuich ben casblneg thieah the icadowrs tet aren oF 


. . 


in lazy inattention to direction, slowly work- 


ing their way up the mountain's northern ri inally, 
they rode out of the cover of great branches, 
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and Leanna studied 
ied. If it had, he was 


nothi 
freee ors 
of it. Still, she busied herself deliber- 
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She flushed as she realized she'd been swearing and 
murmured a hasty apology. Stewart would be horrified. 
Ladies didn't talk eas 

“Sorry for what? Falling in the river or cursing about 
to” He Mashed rare grin, tightening an arm around 
her waist as he started the horse forward. “If it was for 
cursing, you needn't bother. You've done it before. 
Personally, I'm relieved not to be the object of it this 
time.” A small smile answered him, and Leanna raised 
one hand to push at her much askew, river-soaked hat. 
“I'm beginning to wonder about your family, 
how you ever survived without me. It looks as if saving 
various Penleys could be a full time job.” 

Leanna could not withhold a rueful laugh, even while 
she mourned the loss of her little mare as she shivered 
harder. “That's not very gallant, Major.” 

“I didn’t say I didn’t enjoy it—this time especially.” 
His voice was serious and Leanna looked up with a 
wordless glance. His strong, fit body was pressed 
close to hers on the saddle, bie rested tax bis tens 
and the hard muscles of his thighs hers. S 
shivered again, not entirely from cold, and closed her 
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ev ce ee alban er nae Remember Stewart, 
he tod herself. Remember Mosby and the map and the 


“I'm freezing,” she answered truthfully. 

He nodded as his horse scrambled up the low bank of 
the ford, then tightened his arm around her as he urged 
the animal into a canter. “We'll be home in a minute. 
me—it'll keep the wind off you 


So‘ onal aap peak agate finished the 


u! 
. 
Ht 


ata tap Leanna opened mouth to 
siglein whe a the the black woman —_ 
first, her vo voice emotion. “It’s 
Jonathon, Miz Lea a. Thonkagiving night night. He's csv 


Without thinking twice, Leanna turned to the man 
behind her with a desolate mat Somber brown eyes 
distress cavinre ering i before he fw 


put hae eelaiiassdtaeiite. joan Courter 
didn’t particularly care. He was inside the Rittenhouse 
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leaf, comfortable armchairs, rich oak and mohogany 
Saban siorur uneogetn a oteeaec Nae 
on tables, i an t b 
It was, Pome exclusively male, as enh ts 
better clubs. Ladies might, on occasion, be allowed in 
one of the marble and crystal dining rooms downstairs, 
ain enced ee, Certainly not up here in the second 
floor library. 

sighiesly pce portrait of Abraham Lincoln stared 
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done at the top, gold stamped on vellum, and he f 
the paper over to conceal it from curious eyes. Pompous 
ass, t blandly to himself, idering his son- 
in-law. Bitch, he decided of his daughter as he finished 
the letter. ‘T. .. ‘I’. . . ‘I’. Had no one ever taught the 
“osascemamaeetn How had it happened? Her mother 
been one of the sweetest, most self-effacing women 
on earth, God rest her soul. Maybe he'd done it, then. 
He toyed cautiously with the t, Maybe as the 
only girl and such a perfectly beautiful child, he had 
spoiled her. If so, he regretted it. But he didn’t quite 
know what to do about it now. Maybe it was too late to 
Cg pens, Maybe she'd remain this way until she 
died. 

Whar a d ing thought. He refolded the letter to 
send on to . knowing his son knew his sister well 
and would probably think much the same of it as he 
had. s never admit it. Neither one oe did to the 
other. It was one of those unspoken family agreements 
to pretend everybody liked everybody else. Absurd 
maybe, but it was habit est dr erp } 
Se meanee tad ostriet) bet vigotent-and 

in and. It was easier for everyone that way. 
"Seow , Joshua? That isn't like you.” 

“ as >” 


“Like a thunderstorm.” 
“Oh.” He managed a cordial smile, shoving the letter 
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in the inside pocket of his silk-lined coat. “News of the 
war, Henry? 

“Nothing major. The usual dribble. for 
the masses mostly. General Meade sni a bit at 
‘Marse Robert's’ army and got his toes stepped on, so 
he's back wintering at Cul now. Our good, cau- 
tious generals." He grunted an exasperated sound as he 
took a chair near Joshua's. “Better news from the west- 
ern theater. Sherman and Thomas beat the Rebels at 


“That's good.” Joshua was ardently pro-Union, — 
unemotionally so. Most of the club members were 
same. Rarendvneee-Sarebbabectacs: Wealthy older men 
fighting the war in their own way with economics. And 
with industry. bloody—no less devastating. Some 


ning short overseas and she was having to make do with 
silk for undergarments instead of the fine combed cot- 
ton she preferred in the winter, 

“Are you going to marry the Widow Bowles?” 

Joshua snorted and tamped his cigar ash. “The Widow 
Bowles so.” 

Henry Walters chuckled. “Watch out, Joshua. She 


DRA olan t.” He shrugged, eyeing his 
friend. “Not a bad-looking woman, —— sty 
_ “What's Wall Street look like this week?" Joshua de- 


ree up a bit, but Meade quitting for 
i ing to show for himself—” 

“Mr. Courtland, sir? A servant interrupted smoothly, 
offering an envelope on a silver tray. “Telegram for you.” 
for the thing. One such missive in April of 1862 had 
told him his oldest son was dead at Shiloh. He won- 
dered if he ever be able to open another without 
remembering, without wondering, this time, if it were 
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Chase. “It's from my son,” he exhaled in a sigh of relief, 
ge ot the usual prayer of thanks. “He's stationed 
in the Shenandoah. Been i 


“Stanton could help you. 
“Yes, though I hate to trouble him. Still, I doubt 
Chase would ask if it weren't i to him.” It 


Granted, Joshua thought in Both Lincoln 
and his Confederate counterpart, J Davis, inter- 
fered too much in military matters. Forty 


stand it some day. When he had as man as 
his father had. . . . God willing he'd live that 





The elegant, white brick townhouse London's 
most fashionable St. James Square was lit by 
twin lamps at the carriage entrance and a 


larger than his handspan. She had never conceived, let 
alone borne, a child. She looked still like the girl of 
pager g ag ages And men still looked at her as 
they then. But these past years, her tongue had 
gore s if her features hadn't. “I just told you, 
inor, I sold the Scottish estates—both of them.” 
“But—but why?” 
“For money, my dear. It's what one usually sells 


“No reason—?” 
“Elinor, I told you some months ago our financial 
position was weakening.” 
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spring tell me it’s weakening. It’s never 
lie a Sh 


“Something al sae eee ae Goiguadlaye areas 
Ltr dato 

eres iadey iiweacs pete 

was not a privilege 

eepenitragy mb right She'd. saleed Sith foes. of 
money. Piss ieared We ietoca nen chechaulp telson 
able to her. “You had plenty when I married you, At 
least you said you did. 

“You have a rare ability to spend it,” he retorted 
drily. Danger signals flashed in her green eyes and he 
hastened to soothe her temper. Elinor, crossed, could be 
most unpleasant. “It’s the war in America. I never 
expected it to last this long. No one did. Textile mills 
need Southern cotton to be profitable. Unfortunately, 
we've about run out.” 

Elinor flushed slightly under his level gaze, not realiz- 
= tamreegeapl Cap ystierea ege ae Hage 
way—not, at moment, particularly caring. “You 
ar ek mace ie cei md ah ten 
sa rear es MPa 

“Your family is rip apr eeery thou 

“Is that my ” fault? Cosh have the 
god sense to quit being 50 noble when sg was 


Hadley on’ 2a Rg He'd long since given ap ex- 
normal emotion * ss 


she was. Sexually, * aie incredibly enthralling. That 
was enough for hi “Anyway, my dear, the war is—” 

“Boring! The war is sim os ios: af Elinor was cross 
now; her rose-tinted mou “And it isn’t just 
Buying! Fld 9 Fs howe clipe sp you ined on 


were bought to t cotton.” 
“Cotton, cotton! Well, if it’s all going to be about 
papodipe ka ghee Take your damn boats and 

get some cotton. I don't intend to be poor.” 
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as he considered. aybe, just maybe. ... It was 
Elinor’s idea. Perhaps she should go, too. He smiled 


love. Perhaps what we should do is plan a trip.” 
Elinor looked up warily, met the my 
husband's eyes, and smiled, raising her face to offer her 


itney’s pains started at noon. The bleeding began 
dard eesstan Anges ia Bisheeeesd ee 
0 , his ba gid standing steaming in ch rid 
December pie 4 ie Jenkins ran for Jewel, J for 
Leanna. bbed her heavy, hooded cloak and 
etal ook she ier, ing a sense of panic. First 
the news of Jonathon. Now, not three days later, this. 
stood outside in the drive. A pair of Yankee 
soldiers stood flanking him. She stopped atthe sighs of 
the dark blue with a start of remembrance. She was not 
free to leave Blytheswood. Not without permission. 
Thank God Major Courtland was here today, not out 
on patrol as he so frequently was. Only he had the 
authority to let her go. She fumbled shakily with the 
it catch of her cloak as she ran back the 
ouse, around the kitchen table where she'd been 
ing, through Jewel’s quarters and out the back 
door. Yankees were closeted in a staff meeting in 
Captain Grier's cabin. She ran toward it, ing through 
the door. The black book she wanted so desperately lay 
on the table only inches away from her hand, but she 
never noticed it. “It's Whitney—Whitney's having labor 
pains,” she burst out breathlessly. 
A dozen officers jerked around, startled, gaping. Ma- 
jor Courtland made a quick gesture to Grier and stepped 
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around the table toward her. Behind him, whatever had 
been laid out on the table was hastily being refolded. ~ 

Leanna noticed the stares sioddherily’ and 
around. “Oh... I'm .... Excuse me,” she mut- 
tered awkwardly. She'd thought only of Whitney, she 
realized. right in on some secret planning ses- 
sion : 

“Let's go outaide.” Major Courtland’s hand fastened 
firmly on her arm, turning her. Leanna was flushing 
deep scarlet, embarrassment adding to her fears for 
pat unborn baby. She murmured another apology, 
in the sound of Major Courtland’s deep voice calling 
orders over one shoulder as he urged her rd. 

“Watch the step, now,” he frowned, as he guided her 
to the door, seeming unconcerned by his officers’ 
reactions. “Is Whitney here?” 

“No, she’s at home. She sent Angus up.” Leanna 
stumbled on the uneven stone ofthe wa, then reached 
up to to wipe the mist es. Tears onl 
Hiatieds faster. They startled her. She hadn't realiced 
she was crying. 

“When did the pains start? Is there any bleeding?” 
Doc Lacey had materialized out of nowhere to walk at 
her other side. His eyes were dark with concern. “I 
didn't even realize she was expecting. She can't be close 
to term.” 

“Not until May.” 

Doc Lacey frowned over her head at Chase's glance 
of inquiry and shook his head, Five months premature? 
Nor a chance. Not a single, bloody chance. 

“I ordered the carriage around.” Chase frowned as he 
said it, handing Leanna up the doorstep into the back 

of the kitchen. “Though it might be more sensible 
or her to come here, rather than you to go there, At 
least Doc Lacey's here.” 

“Travel over that Turnpike as rutted as it is?” Doc 
Lacey shook his head. “Liable to kill Mrs. Penley. I'll 
go there instead.” 

Leanna turned to him with a startled look, but he had 
turned toward Major Courtland. 
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tt ig, ni i g each other's eyes. Leanna 

watched helplessly, of the selfishness of her 
own desperate 

Chase finally. frowning. “No. The order's 


Krona, ut I could that’s how I understood it 
anyway ahead. rll send—" 


No, don't send a troop or two with us. It would 
likely do more harm than good. I'll be in the closed 
carriage with Mrs. Leighton. Even if someone spots my 
i rp Se een oats Serene OG 7S NY 


to if they heard at all. She understood at 

them was . Doc , death or imprisonment. 

With the South starving, Yankee prisoners were 

aa aber Major Court: ‘was in for a severe censure 
rank, if not a court martial. All this for a Confed- 

erate woman carrying a Confederate child. It shamed 

her now, recalling how hatefully she'd treated the Yan- 


kees when they'd first arrived at Bl . Doc 
Lacey had been right telling her men wore both 
colors in this war. She'd the one who'd been 
wrong. 


Chase was waiting by the mounti to help her 
into the carriage. The day was cold, Sore 


Nor mething 
sand lifetimes, have been allowed to happen. What could 
lie ahead for either of them but anguish? 


back room. 

Whitney a smile = Leanna’s nari 
at Doc Lacey's, she gasped and stared in surprise. 
midwife standing by the bed glared, no more cordial to 
the woman who walked with the Yankee than the Yan- 
Se a 

“It’s all right, Mrs. Georgas,” Whitney gestured weakly 
toward the pals “They're friends.” 

“I ain't working with no Yankee.” 

“Than go.” Lacey replied curtly, nodding at the 

. “Mrs. Leighton can help me.” 

Leanna paled at that assumption. It was her one true 

weakness, one aspect of her femininity she'd been unable 
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, but the news would have spread like wildfire 
for home. 
y news of Jonathon?” 
down at her sister-in-law quickly, 
. “No, I haven't heard anymore,” 
fay sip a sonar before. 
shot that night, eno 
ble to keep his oe Ps Ha = 
like an Indi had as a child, 
ills and over fences that way while Jewel 
raved in frightened anger. Only a mortal 
have taken him from his horse. She 
't tell Whitney that. Not now. 
ive me those pillows.” Doc Lacey startled her, 
i aside to grab for them himself. “Good 
what do those damn res do for brains?” He 
snatched the pillows from behind Whitney's head, placed 


trying to help, and getting in the way. 
t 


BREESE 
gis Reet ate 
aert 


a 
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cried ou denly, putting her hand over 
her stomach, and Leanna paled. 
“Pains still?” 
“They come and go.” 


“And the bleeding?” 

“Yes, it’s a little heavier.” 

“Damn it.” 

Leanna turned her head to hide tears. The look on 
the Yankee doctor's face was wordless testimony to his 
thoughts. Why the baby, God?, she asked bitterly. 
First Jonathon, and now his child. 

Whitney reached suddenly for the doctor's hand, grim 
determination in her usually cP eyes. “Doc Lacey, | 
want this baby. It may be all I'll ever have now of my 
husband. Help me keep it.” 


“Anything,” she agreed without hesitation, though 
her face slightly. 

-” Doc took a moment to smile, “One 
thing modern medicine has never found a 
for—the patient’s own will power. I'll do I can, 
Mrs. Penley. It’s why I came all the way down here.” 
He turned his . “Mrs. Leighton, go find some 
— me, firewood if that’s all there is—varying 

“Firewood?” 

“I want to raise the bed—head down, feet up. That's 
the first step—an essential one.” 

Leanna nodded and hurried out of the room. Even as 
she was leaving, she heard him murmuring a question 
to Whitney, heard her agreement and saw a scarlet 
blush spreading on her sister-in-law's face. He wanted 
to examine her, she guessed, and Whitney had given 
permission. Scandalous it would have seemed a few 
months ago—her own brother's wife, no less. Now that 
seemed trivial. “Honor,” she had told Doc Lacey. “Life,” 
he had replied. Maybe he'd been right all 
only sane one of all of them. 

e'd finished by the time she returned with the 
wood, and he only shrugged at her wordless glance of 
inquiry. “I don't know,” he muttered softly. “I don't 
real a gecalyrony Sey 2 for one thing. It’s too 
low. T) Reed ret iradh the — girl. was it unusu- 
all or ? Any i ivery?” 

— blushed and inaleod enh - “We Bouche la- 
dies don’t discuss things of an intimate nature.” 

He fixed her with a shrewd eye, impatient. “But you 
and she did, didn’t you?” 

Leanna flushed darker, but managed to nod admission. 
She and Whitney were so very, very close. She'd asked 
her because she'd wondered, without her own mother 
to ask what it had been like. “It was difficult, I guess. 
I'm hardly an expert.” 

“How ~ 

“About a day and a half.” 

He frowned, shaking his head. “Some day, we'll have 
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Leanna , a nod, trying to conceal the sudden 
— caused. Yankees leave, Chase 


“Now about our sister-in-law.” The frown returned. 
“The next few are critical. If the pains continue, 
if she goes into full labor, we haven't got a chance. 


it, not with your own P 
, forcing her chin up. “I'll be all right.” 

“Good.” For a moment, he smiled, his eyes searching 
and kind. “Say, one more thing. Do twins run in your 
family?” 

“Twins?” Leanna gasped. “Twins? Why, no.” 

“It’s far too early to be sure. There’s still a good 
chance this ’s lost, anyway, but the uterus is 
pe stb? early along.” 

shook her head, forcing the shock away. “You 
think she has a chance to keep the baby? How good a 
chance?” 

“Right now, maybe one in ten. But even if she makes 
it this time, Mrs. Leighton, I have to warn you—it’s not 
likely she'll carry that baby to term. When was she due 
exactly?” 

“Late May.” 

“Not a hints Not with trouble this early. Espe- 
cially if it & twins. Maybe carly May, at the very best. 
We may still be at Blytheswood, but if we aren't, don't 

100 


let her be here with a midwife. You'll lose the baby or 
her, maybe both.” 
~She needs a hospital, a good one. Richmond 
a R one. , maybe.” 
estedome natok 5 si 
his gaze, conscious of a painful sense of failure. “And 
short on medicine, food . . .” 


“Not Richmond, then. Washi D.C, Better yet, 
i ia or New York. One of the teaching hospitals.” 
“But that’s in Yankee terri : 


“I don’t care if it’s in Hades, Mrs. Leighton,” he 
burst out, suddenly angry. “Now you listen to me! I 
risked my life to come down here tonight. Chase 
Courtls risked his command. Don't you dare repay 


Her voice failed momentarily, her lip quivering. She 
we to continue. “How do you se i a to get 
her \ a eee and beg 
a from the Y pickets?” 
e shrugged apologetically, frowning. “I hadn't con- 
t 


Leanna wiped her tears away angrily, d and 
suddenly twice as forlorn. Oh , now wi 4 -aaigeny 
npr hpesc ener oe pee was her responsi = ge 
t felt as if the whole d were her responsibility. It 
was, she realized in shock. Ses Penley 
left now. It was up to her to see the family survived. 

“Chase might help you, Mrs. Leighton,” Doc Lacey 
offered after the silence. 

“Major Courtland?” She smiled, or made an attempt 
to an . “He said once already in jest that the care of 
my family seemed to be a full-time job: And that was 
before I had to ask after Jonathon.” 

“Do you really think he minds?” 

It wasn't his words, but his tone of voice that startled 
Leanna, made her look up at him so quickly. His eyes 
met hers and immediately she knew he * She looked 
away, shaking her head. “No,” she said haltingly, “as | 
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soon soos seling, tess Sarre peeing tensed. 
eling, ves ie . 
The carri Xounieed and deaped le's seed ching, and 
Te for the velvet hand strap in panic, The 

ned over her, calling out the window to 


a “Slow down!” 
“Not unless Mrs. er aeethnar e 
ly. “I ain’t giving you up without a fight!” 
etel him to slow Goon," Die Lacey ordered Leanna. 
“He's liable to kill us all.” 
“Do you have a gun?” 


yo igh aaginy al aaa Seiya An instant later, 


ue burst into sight and the 
slowed to a jolting halt. te: 
“Mrs. Leighton, are you all right?” in Grier was 


breathing hard from his recent gallop and Leanna smiled 


_ “Quite all right, thank you.” Lemceg f w 


his hat. “Somewhat south of Strasburg, aren't you: 
“Hard to say,” he pie “Not much sun toda to 
je by.” He smiled fui y and shrugged again. “How 


did your night go 
*Sleeplessly ©. . but successfully, I'm happy to say.” 
For a moment only, a kind bittersweet ure 
flashed on Ca Gher's cold-reddened face. he 
nodded. “Well, that's wonderful news. Mrs, Penley’s all 
right, then?” 
“For the time being, me Sagas 
pap a ge aoa a 
ing toward the sout “a i ing?” 
"Te twenty men wth ne ld we eg 
“S' “ ‘ou got an escort, maybe I should head 
back to " Angus'’s grizzled head poked into 
the doorway. oe lg te 
“Yes. And make sure Mrs. Penley follows the instruc- 
tions I left for her,” Doc Lacey agreed quickly, all 
business again. “And watch out 2 Haat " 
“Those men won't trouble me none. pai oe | 


r who it was pestering us, I'll them upside 
down in a pig trough. I wise. 13 Ing ss sont 
spread the word you was only a doctor come to help 
Mrs. Penley. Nobody shoulda bothered you.” 

Leanna was not the only one who gave the old man a 
sharp look. But gy AB patties rca 
almost apologetically. y. “Them fellas weren't no 
boys, | promise you. Only riff-raff of some sort. 
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id too much already to them, Practically 

could provide a list of which men were 

— or, 3 and which weren't. “You keep 

slanted for three days and watch after 

Til do thet without seeding telling,” he gronted 

s t wi i ing,” . 

already moving away. “I'll be ior wach: too, which be 
uestion.” 

to 


Leanna nodded, holding her breath and not daring 
look at either of the Yankee captains until Angus trotted 
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the tion of his knowledge receded into the midst 
“Next , Bl .” He a smile fi- 
nally and as he shut the carriage door, remounting 


had no i 

But did she owe it to the Yankees to turn them in? 
Turn them in to be shot? Or hanged? Or sent to a 
Yankee prison for the rest of the war? 

The carriage rolled to a stop finally at the marble 
mounting block by Blytheswood's front walk. Doc Lacey 
leaned forward to reach for the door, but it opened 
before he touched it. As Leanna opened her eyes at the 
sound, she saw Doc Lacey bending down to go through 
the low carriage door, weariness on his face, his doctor's 
bag in one lean hand. She wasn’t very surprised when 
the next thing she saw was Major Courtland, reaching 
in to lift her down. And when she stumbled on the step 
with fatigue, she made no protest as he turned and 
lifted her in his arms to carry her the rest of the way to 
her room. 
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Chapter Seven 





Arny itals in 1863 were as dangerous a for 
sition aa battlefield—imaybe more so. eshostapes 
were a rarity, thermometers, too. The idea of steriliza- 
tion was a radical one adhered to by only 
doctors, though the aroma of vinegar and chlorine did 
occasionally mingle with less sanitary odors i 


| 


pneumonia did. And they were eq y omnipresent. 


while he lay senseless. He'd regained consciousness once 

when the in charge of the ward had torn blood- 

caked bandages away from the hole in his stomach. 

The agony had woken him from the nothingness of the 
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with 
Shack wav'eienecns tee oe 
filthy rags. It was a waste as he saw it. He marked the 
young man’s card under his name and rank: ‘Minimal 
care, laudanum as needed. Wound definitely mortal.’ 


And left Jonathon Penley slowly, agonizingly, dying. 
The rain had turned to sleet as the night wore on. 


-§ 


sit 
on his equally frozen horse, wondering if the 
uid ever come back in his hands, wishing he 

the cabin with the other officers of his 


“a complete nightmare. All of it. The whole 
cold, the hunger, the lack of supplies—the 
victories. Stewart had never » as some 
it would be a one-week war. He'd been to 
in the North. He knew the resources the South 
ing. But it would be three years this spri 
was tired. Pere . It wasn't 
iti What had wrong? How he ended u 
in ight ve of chile in tusehieg eal ‘ehting 
of black-market guns that were supposed ‘to 
have arrived hours ago? 

“Colonel!” His young ng captain poin pointed to brush mov- 
ee I hope that’s them and not 


ey thang. wry catching a limpse of a shadowed 
face and spurring forward. “Major Mosby. I'd about 
ven u 

“ SGorty for the wel 1a ag inn 3. ony ote 
acoergpinwmars sg.2 kes pc do a hte) 
guns, four wagons 
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; accept 
ening Confederate dollar. And CSA gold was runni 
low. General Lee would have to make s 
te measures were needed Fie Sen were to 


survive 


“Wondering if you were related by any chance to a 
woman in the Valley, same br 
“Blytheswood?” 
7 “Yes, that's the place. Occupied for the winter by the 
anks.” 


Stewart looked startled and Mosby gestured in quick 


apology. “I didn't mean to spring on you. 
." 


the first, gut anger he'd felt at the news. Leanna 
hadn't wh ied § it, fearing, perhaps, that her letter 


t be in ; 

It didn’t seem all that risky to the,” Mosby contin- 
ued quickly. “Look at what Belle Boyd away with 
ey ee cana 
shoot. But even if she got caught . . .” 

“Has it come to that, then?” Stewart interrupted in a 
low voice, faintly angry. He didn't look at Mosby, but 
at the shadows eee black bare trees, thinking out 
loud. Had the Old South died already with the war not 
even lost yet? That a Leighton woman must sneak and 

> 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“What?” Se noe re ay 
“Oh, just thinking aloud, I guess.” 

“You're not pleased, | gather.” Mosby shrugged, turn- 
ing his intense blue gaze back on the CSA officer. “I 
don't like it either, but desperate situations require des- 
perate solutions. | don't think it hurts a woman or child 
to die any more than it hurts a man. And without 
d te measures, the CSA s going to go down.” 

“Spare grids rep uted in curt dismissal, 

ining his around, “I a re raat ag 
me of what you've asked ois to do. But ont 
expect yy wah If I'd wanted her involved in this 
war, I'd have brought her with me into the army.” He 
nodded only once and rode away, following the already 


Seilaek Anniemesiec ancl aleechs linienas teleal ae 

creaked and sleet-soaked men rode a cold, dark 

back to camp. Had he been unfair with Mosby, he 

asked himself finally? What if Leanna could get informa- 

tion that provided enough advantage for a ederate 
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here. “What's wrong, Major?” Her smile died. Fear 
took its place. There was a message in his tired eyes. 
“It’s Leanna’s brother.” Chase didn’t realize his use of 
her given name—he didn’t think of her any more by her 
married name, but he made an effort still to use it. 
to remind himself. “My father made some 
uiries for me about him.” 
"Jewel began to tremble but she kept’ her head , 
tingle, seen nme eat fede 7 ‘ 
is he?” 
It wasn't spoken as a question but as a statement, and 
the Yankee officer sighed softly and shrugged. “Jewel, 
I ” 


5 
3 
z 
‘ 


“You say you'se . ain't you? But it wasn't 
killed aE hae. It's this dein 1 eos Her voice 

as she finished and she turned away to hide her 

ief. Her fine young Jon . . . never see her fine 
again, so handsome, so . “You go on and tell 
Miz Lea for me if you will. It'd break my heart to have 
to be the one to say it.” 
Chase stood silent for a minute, motionless. It was 


Miz Leighton’s in the guest house, tidying it for Miz 
Whitney and Miranda if they was to come for Christmas. 
But I reckon—” Suddenly she couldn't talk any more, 
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smile, reaching up to tuck a few stray wisps of black 
bees “You look tired,” decided 


perhaps I should come down.” 
“Wich sib reapeck #0. propeieny;.1 think whee | have. on 
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secret pacts. No one who had occupied that huge a 
ig bos Nis coup sienply-casshan bt gm 
“Leanna, I'm sorry.” 
“Sorry?” In her grief, she turned on him. “Wh 
rene acid Isn't that what you're here for? To 
kill ? You should be celebrating.” It was 
that said it, hurt that demanded to be revenged, and it 
came out with a single, deep sob. But it was true, 
too, wasn't it? It was a Yankee bullet that had killed 
Jonathon. She'd begun to shiver as if from a chill, and 
she found herself unable to stop. 
A muscle tensed white in "s jaw as he looked 
ca to God you know better than that.” 
“Do I? ’s the difference between you and the 
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Nolan Reais Sash Tioees ee Se a0 
Leanna was helpless to stop them. voice 

badly, but her eyes accused him without mercy. “All 
for your Union, aren't you? You as much as any of 
them? Sacrifice anyone or anything that stands in your 


way. 
*Seop it, Leanna I'm not the one who shot him! 
Even if | were, I couldn't apologize. This is a war, 


“| hate you! I hate all you damn bluebellies, all your 
guns and your—" 
“No!” Pain flashed on his weather-browned face as he 


: < yap What I I 
sorry, "m sorry. more can I say? | can't give 
him back to you. I can't undo this awful thing.” 
She in anguish, helpless to do any more. 
He buried his face in her hair, tears starting to his 


own 

God, I'm sorry.” 

She collapsed in his arms with a final, choking sob, 

ing his uniform with tears, moaning her grief against 

held her tightly, kissing the raven curls 
ignon, izing for some- 


EEE 
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as 


-H 
had for his own when his brother had 
. He closed his eyes hard against the pain 
it, wishing he could take more to spare her its awful 
. Why her, God? Of all the Confederates fighting 
before winter, why did it 


Leanna knew no rational thought. The pain of her 
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this y and she clung to that : . trying to 
his lips on her hair and cried all the harder against him, 


holding him tighter. When it changed from comfort to _ 


passion, she never knew afterward, turbulent emotions 
and merged in ungovernable confusion. She felt 
him lift her in his arms and made no protest, onl 
Garked her face up nanos laie kins. Ele ecueewasiquale 
on hers, sweet beyond words, his arms strong and safe as 
he carried her to the soft down bed. The sun was sinking 
over the western mountains and shadows were dark in 
the tiny room. She opened her eyes only once as he laid 
her down, meeting amber brown eyes as gentle and 
loving as spring sunshine meeting winter's last snow. It 
was comfort he offered at first, in the only way he truly 
knew how to give it. Words seemed banal; worse— 
insincere. He never been the type of man that 
womanly words came easily to. Now, sharing Leanna’s 
desperate grief, aching for her and with her, they were 
from him than ever. 
Leanna was beyond realizing that. Beyond realizing 


only the faint half-light of ; 

And still she clung to him, to his strength and his 

offered love that eased the grief, refusing to let him go 
11S 


jHAMUS siresnisnpeneatytea ian 
bcieggeili § Hh aH Pt 
By + q Tue shai Mei 
PRHOG Eo ne 
£33 He HT shhtad ie 
HICH BIH TE id iis 
ill He ey ui z ah ey eieser 
ee | Hare Fists 7 gee. He 
peaks uy Ha, a ik: By AL 
fate] Higt taal ae geieeeieteegiada: 

; 283 u SAHA pital 


iid Hint ae Bupliiel Halt 


iin gPiz5 

ae o z. sigs ES iE 43 Be 2°32 viucis 
ah aes i An Hale 
he feet er aaa: ysis 
peli Gilat 
ni ie eee Setiagsp23eFey ise: 
ian Ghats HRB Any 
Hp: if Sait Alea 
Hi init nA Hil duh 


117 


t was impossible now. Her body onl 
him to Hl the cravi be hed ‘cresned. She zoutian 


accepted her gift, pressing her deeper into the bed as he 
raised hi over hernad dropped slowly inside her. 
Leanna felt the pressure of him and her ecstasy, 
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know what had happened in that uncanny way he had. 

etu to . wra 
carefully in the thick rag quilt. He wasn’t leavi = 
here alone like some twopenny whore, at least. If he 
could get her back to her own room, himself make an 
ce at dinner, it might leave the issue of her 


that, anyway, God had been kind. 

He walked into di midway richie ya offering lit- 
tle in the way of explanation and relieved to note Jewel’s 
absence, “I'm leaving first thing in the morning for 
H. ’s Ferry, Doc,” he commented at last. “I'll 
be four or five days there at least. Are you coming or 


ot 

Lacey raised a single brow at the bluntmess of 
the question, a friend's expression. 
Penley’s death, he told himself unconvinced. Perhaps 
Mrs. Leighton had taken it hard. “Staying,” he decided 


know it, Chase.” 
“We'll miss you. We may yet have some work for you 
to do right here with us, especially come spring.” 


friend with a searching eye. Chase frowned and looked 

away, his handsome face grim and dark and tightly 

closed. “Not you, Chase,” he sighed finally, shaking his 
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Chapter Eight 





“Assassinate the President?” Joshua Courtland felt his 
fy Es toch te ble ge ec 
fully to hi 


this il be de of wer di ayeing. Tie 
Sou init an ally, ’s sakes, it’s an enemy. 
When this war is se awe I see no reason to reward 
“We're getting farther off track, gentlemen.” Roland 
Hodges i Wafer pel studded hand im- 
ee rae Of car menting tonight i cwrcbold, 

neither of we have ately yet addressed. 
First, do we wish to form a ition to act on mutual 
roieonftralk way ear tory, tas tapee ager who do we 
mnie om men grand sity 


lation equipment come spring. F dee earcetlars 0 


every 
hot oh a. His heart ached as though it was 
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being physical! ueezed. God, no, he ed. Not 
rota“ rit Pas oncirg I must stay oe nie 


godawful things are in the making. 
“You're i le, Joshua,” Henry Walters was 
uinely . He reached to pass the brandy. 
You're all right?” 


“Fine,” Joshua managed a faint smile, nodding. “It 
was just Roland’s comment about the rifles. he son is 
still serving in the cavalry.” 

“Oh, that’s right. Well, he'll be pleased to hear the 
news then, Courtland. Seven-shot Spencers—" 

“He's got one already. He bought it this fall, privately.” 

“It I make the cavalry a real fighting force, they. 
tell me. No more escort service and general’s guards . . . 

“As they say in Washington, ‘who ever saw a dead 
cavalryman?" 

Joshua paled further amid the laughter. I have, he 

t. My oldest son. “Chase is concerned about the 
carbine’s accuracy over a couple hundred igs 

“Tell him to get riflery lessons then,” Hodges snorted 
with a snide grin. Several men laughed. 

“That's unfair,” Henry Walters defended his silent 
friend uneasily. He'd wondered whether to give Court- 
land's name at all when Hodges had a him 
about this meeting. He fp vat even more now — 
evening progressed and Joshua even . “Tye 
been bunting with the boy myself. He's a deed shh and 
a quick one. If he says the carbine’s unreliable, it's 
unreliable.” 

“Oh, don't get so ruffled, Henry. It was just a little 
joke. You know Washington anyway. If they want the 
Spencer, the field troops will get the damn thing even if 
it shoots backward.” 

“Which has happened on occasion,” someone chuckled. 

Joos was that machine rifle, I think.” es 

oshua drank another brandy and ignored the squeez- 
ERR his heart. Two hours already of this 
and it ed like more to come. Horror after horror. 
To think any man could be so ors ig so 
inhumanly callous. They spoke of the war as they might 
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still have of opportunities 

defeated Bangs Ngee aig en 

ops Poona ¢ the Southern states too greatly— 

ee ee Timing, as 
called it. The trick lay in timing. Oh 


Are you in, Courtland, or out?” 

oshua was startled by ae sudden question. His 
ts had been drifting. He hadn't realized the vote 
was being taken. That, too, ha more often as the 
days . another signal an imminent end. One 
he had to decide. All he'd ever stood for, lived 
for, worked for, taught his sons to believe in—all lay in 
the balance. Say no and keep his honor uncompromised, 
his name forever unbesmirched, and leave these jackals 
free to weave God-knew-what plots in the year to come. 
Say yes and lose everything but a single, remote 
chance—if he could survive enough—of somehow 
peng. | this unholy coalition the inside. “In,” he 

= merry ae as he spoke, nodding once for em 


sprite es firmly, none of his ts 
ear on his Next to him, Henry Walters 
breathed a barely audible sigh of relief, and Joshua 
turned his head to smile at passing the brandy 
decanter back. “A toast, | think, gentlemen. Peace and 
prosperity—but not, necessarily, in that order.” 


Frost had touched the bare limbs of the trees, silver- 
Biceowood them, and wying a ian splinters on the lawn of 

come€ out again, finally, 
sparing co colors i the ming ice, but it was still bitter 
cold wReadved care ower ne 28s veer oe 
cutti tterns out of homespun linsey . Spread 
dak evar aledscia ssaik Sabhe dee dial mace Seine 
only Irish lace and ish porcelain. It no longer even 
occurred to her how much her life had changed since 
the war began. Now this was normal. Doc Lacey had 
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volunteered to help her and that was luxury enough in 
these days, having an extra pair of hands. 

“T'm still not sure,” Leanna argued softly, shaking her 
head. “I know you're worried about what the shock of it 
ere to her—to the baby really—but Jonathon was 

6 husband, after all. I don’t feel right not tell- 
me Why ere ga the baby for no reason? Whaney will 
need that child more than ever when she does finally 
have to seas i = that point, have you one 
anything yet about making arra ts to move her? 
Tat hoepeell I mean? Remonber; L-tedest 

“I remember,” Leanna interrupted with a frown. “But 
you don't understand how desperately overcrowded Vir- 
ginia itals and doctoring staffs are just now.” 

“They'll have to make room.” 

“Maybe they could in Savannah or Columbia—farther 
south. But here, military needs are overwhelming. They 
have top priority and civilian problems just go by the 


“Washi . then, . Would you consider that? 
If I get ag aN Lage ramen I ae perhaps pull 

ings there. The Northern hospitals aren't so over- 
worked, Mrs. Leighton, that woman needs professional 
care, and right now, or you can start unraveling those 
mn buntings you've been knitting.” 

“Hello.” 

Pang Rage gress cabs ghee tbe 5 
ing, but she heard inst ini 
ay door frame, the deep sound of the herlsone volee 

Her breath caught in her throat as she looked up. 
“Pleasant trip, Chase?” 
“Uneventful.” He shrugged and stepped forward with 
a smile, gesturing to the cut cloth. “Domestic little scene.” 
Lacey grinned, holding up the shears and waving 
them gaily. “Staying in practice for my chosen profession. 
Chase gri and half turned, glancing toward 
Leanna. ir eyes met for a fraction of a second. Her 
Se Ty SSO a a te ad 
cheeks. How handsome he looked standing there against 
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shoulder gently, tentatively, lingering a moment more 
than it Fax f ty Leanna crane again with a 
strained smile, nodding more to the ion in his 
soft, dark eyes to his words. “I'm fine, thank you.” 

He smiled then faintly, nodding once, his eyes hold- 
ing hers for another instant in a wordless question, Do 
you hate me, Leanna? Can you forgive me for loving 

so? 


And what's the verdict from our beloved commander?” 
Doc Lacey didn't glance up from the he was 
cutting, but he was neither unaware of nor altogether 
surprised at the undercurrents of emotion passing be- 
tween the other two. And it was another reason he'd 
uested transfer. The sort of pain that lay in store for 
them was his province of healing. “Goeth we 
forward? Backward? In circles?” 

“None of the above.” Chase turned with a forced 
smile, ing toward him. “We winter right where 
we're at.” He avoided looking at Leanna as he spoke, 
wondering whether that news would please or displease 
her. Bittersweet, maybe. It had struck him that way. 
“Or I should say, most of us. You're transferred to your 
Washington hospital, Doctor. Effective the fifteenth.” 

“Day after tomorrow.” 

“Who's my replacement?” : 

“We don't get one—at least not right now. I guess 
oa Sen we'll stay healthy even this far south in the 

y. 


- Doe Lacey frowned, turning to Leanna. “That makes 
what I was just telling you doubly imperative, Mrs. 
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1 . Your sister-in-law can’t remain at New Mar- 
ket without a doctor within fifty miles.” He glanced 
back at Chase, half smiling. “You pulled some strings to 
get me moved so fast.” 

“Did i?" - 

“Oh, you had your father do it. He has Stanton’s ear 
obviously.” on 

“Are you complaining?” 

“Not at all. 5 jet wiats you'd take as good care of 
your own happiness as you do of mine.” 

Chase shrugged and turned away. He didn't want to 


get into another discussion of that, ially with Leanna 
—— “I've a report to finish. I'll down for 
inner.” 


the CSA? She wasn’t sure any longer. 
“There, all done. Now what?” 


They remained at the dinner table after the others 
had left. Like a family, Leanna thought wryly—the 
mother, the father, the eldest son, the younger children 
sent off to bed while the grown ups had brandy and a 


fine-leaf cigar. 

“T'll just stay in the house then for one more night. It 
seems senseless to move again,” Doc Lacey was saying. 
“Though with you back, I doubt the ladies would need 
m on. 

iL sdane blinked: ei hide. tie: serpeise ‘of i. aietdel 
realization. eng 0 REI a SR 
Chase had taken a room in the main house to 
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protection. After all, there were two hundred men sta- 
tioned here, many of them uncouth, maybe even 
. That hadn't occurred to her until now. 


ptai 
to be here , and I'll be now and again—” 
“Maier longer ~ gone again— 
Ay lieutenant a’ in the : i 
Fee Chine heron marina Clea 


fire.” 
“All right. Order a patrol saddled. And draw the 
other picket | 


“ 


ea , trying not to let 
her fear show. “Keep your down a they s Ag 
“That's in trenches, not on horseback,” ple 


nconcerned. 
ell, whatever—just take care.” Leanna was flus- 
tered and trying to hide it. Chase had gone when she 
looked up again and fear renewed its relentless gnawing. 
Now she must worry for two men, she found 
thinking. The man she'd married and the man she loved. 


Two men on opposite sides of a tragic, deadly war. 

“Not worrying over some damn . Mrs. Leighton? 
You needn't. can take care of himself.” 

The words were soft and kindly said, but she only 
shru . little comforted. “I t my brother 
could have, too.” Leanna did not know her 

cs hes however 1 to life in a 
Washington military She t of him dead 
ee eee eee him there 
was not somethi could easily : 

_ en teempracs Soe Acestecen Seen, <r 


his smile fading. “I meant well, you know, when I 
challenged you that night of the fire to come out of your 
cs op wane Soeptinipint tad sens Roehm 
war. There's going to be Yankees around Bl 

for some time yet. More rather than less. I thought it 
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day or so, he would find a detail of soldiers attending to 
the thing. Yes, she had very definitely retained i 


He smiled, faintly. “As important as Blytheswood is 
to you, you may be quite content with how my little 
game played out. But Chase, on the other hand—I'm 
more concerned about now than ever.” 

“Why?” ite herself, Leanna’s face paled, and her 
eyes searched the Yankee doctor’s anxiously. “You just 
told me yourself that he could take care of —" 

“As far as the fighting goes, yes,” he hastened to 
assure her. “He’s an excellent soldier, Mrs. Leighton. 
You haven't seen that side of him, but he’s one of the 
best officers I've seen wearing a uniform. It’s not bullets 
I'm worried oe his ability to avoid them if he 
chooses, anyway. But G ing in 
this war. Changed cinuchie oi hohet aoa ieee 
to be army versus army, a gentlemen's duel on a grander 
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onor did, too, the chi are on the 


"Ncheee ie ak 
, is = intelligent man. He's not insensible to 


spring it will be a different kind of 
ing up to now. It’s going to 
. But Chase is a gentleman. 
his principles, and 
put him at a severe disadvantage. Not 


i 
ey 
i 
Z 
: 
2 
z 


Hi 
HH 
wl 


eTaes 
Be 
§ 
Be 
uy 
gz 
LE: 
Fz 
é 
a 


¢ 
§ 
; 


; 
El 
z 
T 


never t that kind of a war.” 
Then he will lose. He may, if he holds as true as 
ay neh a me , lose with honor, but he. will still 
. That's inevitable. I've tried to convince Chase of 


ir x “ghewes of what you say. General Lee, 


the double dangers he'll face in the field, but Chase is 
too damn stubborn to take that course.” 
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what I'm saying and use your own influence on 
him to get out of a situation that is liable 

Pipe a he’s in love ste you. You're 

ith him, also. I had hoped enough to 

is survival above some ness oh of honor. 

I wrong?” 

Leanna had blanched white at his words, sanyen, bon 


ai 
5 


You hr 7 
as well. I have no say in Major Courtland’s choices.” 


“I simply cannot listen to any further discussion of 
is, Doctor Lacey, I'm sorry.” Leanna rose shakily to 
her feet. “You must excuse me now.” 


checked her exit for a moment. She closed her eyes 
se 08 reaching for the door frame for su ; 

‘t kill him, Mrs. Leighton, that’s all I'm asking 
you. Don't add more weight to a burden he's already 
going to be struggling under. At least convince him not 
to throw his life away to gain nothing.” 

There was only another silence for answer and Leanna 
waited, half sick, half stunned. 

“T'll be expecting to see your sister-in-law at the hospi- 
tal in Washington at any time.” He sounded tired 
suddenly, his voice soft, as if defeated. “Chase should 
be able to arrange safe tion for her, I'll try to 
arrange it so she can live with one of the women nurses 
there. 
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“You needn't have been,” Chase offered a one-sided 
with a squirrel gun. We spanked their bottoms with the 


let's just accept it as something that happened and try to 


He nodded once, aware of the strangeness that la 
heavily between them, aware of how carefully hey 
were ing several yards away from each other in the 
shadowed hallway. At least she didn’t blame him for 
what had happened. At least she didn’t hate him for it. 
Her eyes said that clearer than words ever could. They 
had that afternoon when he'd first gotten back. “I bought 
something for you while | was in Harper's Ferry. | 
hope you'll accept it. There wasn't time earlier this 
evening to give it to you.” 

Leanna was ed to see him reach in his coat 
pocket as he spoke, oddly touched that he should have 
carried it there rather than packing it in his saddlebag or 
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trunk. Gold gleamed in the faint light as he handed it to 
her, ing his uneasiness. “I’m sorry. | su I 
should have t to have it wrapped or ing.” 

She ma a smile, rather than cry, as she took it. 

ing had disasterous in the . The metal was 
stil cold from the December night, but it warmed 
oety in her hand as she turned it over. “It’s ec 
t was a locket, plainly, but beautifully, made. 
inside of it was empty, but she could feel engraving on 
the underside and turned it to the light. ‘For a Rebel's 
Honor,’ the inscription read. 

“I thought a lot about what happened, Leanna, be- 
tween us.” Chase stayed a step away from her, speaking 
in a low murmur. “ ee oo ee 
thing to try to tell you that... . , that, there was 
honor and not shame involved, I . Sometimes, a 
vee, bers appear dishonorable on the surface, but when 
you deeper, it has its own, private kind of integrity.” 

Leanna nodded, knowing better than to try to speak 
when her throat felt this way and her lip begun to 
tremble. 

“Anyway, | wanted you to have that as a reminder to 
balance against any memories that might—some day— 
upset you.” 

Leanna felt tears blurring her eyes, so she only nod- 
ded again. He smiled once, briefly, as if it were an 
effort, then forced himself to move, turning toward his 
own room. “Good night then. Sleep well.” 

spetbeer ye Beecher chine “colores athe 9 oe: 
was gone, the door closing softly behind him. Another 
door closed downstairs ed her. Doc Lacey, she 
realized instantly. Probably also waiting up to see the 
soldiers safely home. She closed her fi around the 
locket as she turned for her own room. It was not until 
she was in bed that she remembered Doc Lacey's earlier 
pleas regarding the Yankee major. What would he have 
thought if he could have witnessed the scene just now in 
the hallway, she wondered. Approved or disapproved? 
Could he possibly be right in what he'd said about 
Chase earher? Could honor ever prove the desperate 
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disadvantage he'd said it would be? And if so, where did 
her responsibilities lie? To her own honor? To her own 
cause of the Confederacy? Or to the Yankee she had no 
right to love: She had no answer, but the locket re- 
mained in her hand when she finally fell asleep. 


The assignment to the Confederate prisoner ward 
was not unexpected, Doc Lacey mused silently as he 
followed the older man into it. Lowest in rank and 
seniority of the staff here, he would be given what no 
one else wanted, which was all right with him. Life was 
life as he saw it. He didn't care what color uniform it 


“Amputation of the right to the knee—gangrene 
dovslapal. inthe Bald Bowes , SO we cut to the hip 


Lacey followed Surgeon Colonel Peterson down the 
long row of narrow cots, nodding to brief explanations 


: 


et at some of the beds, never stride. 

was a nice fellow. veceagy = Py paces 
to be unloading this i ious position. Old school 
type. He had a habit of running his hands his 


hair and then examining an open wound, and his finger- 
nails showed dirt beneath them. He would do well for 
himself, Lacey decided drily. Rock no boats and rise 
predictably to a fine career. 

He stopped suddenly behind Peterson, frowning at a 
nameless young man lying unconscious in a bed. A 
strange, semifamiliarity struck him, and he stared at the 
man thoughtfully. Fredricksburg? Chancellorsville? 
Gettysburg? Maybe he'd dressed some minor wound 
for him once. 

“Oh, don’t worry too much about him,” Colonel 
Peterson shrugged with a frown. “Stomach wound—bad 
one. We've been expecting him to go any time.” 

Doc Lacey stepped carefully to the side of the cot, 
practically wedging himself between the tiny space be- 

one cot and the next. Peterson fli through a 
owed. “Here it is. Admitted 


Af 
- 
7H 
ts 


ee ee er enone 
SNE He's on morphine for but 
© sense in it. He’s on now 
he hasn't been conscious for days.” wih 
jong A agnea die tala bemgoogg bags pea 
at the name carefully written at the ‘Penley, 
jor, CSA.’ Dear God, Leanna’s brother! Je shoved 
the card back at Peterson and leaned over to rip the 
sheet back from the bed, trembling with a strange mix- 


ture of and hope. His heart as he saw a 
thick of ‘bound to y man’s 
stomach— filthy, hack: tacosias ‘etal: aos lal 


Dann this war. “Damn it. He pulled at the mess in 
mingled care and haste, ignoring "s curious mum- 


bis to call for more light. 

ly, Captain Lacey, you're not even required to 

eat Abereo tomorrow.” Ne 

Lacey dismissal a young woman 

uae cums ton, ¢ saw her rather pretty 

seep Fefosy glanced down, but she stood stoically, 

making no protest. He smiled grimly. “Ever work in 
>” 


su ; 

usan Stratford, Chase Courtland’s fiancée, shook 
her head, trying to force an apologetic smile. She was 
new at this. She'd only begun work a month ago. 

“Good. I won't and to untrain you than oe Sorny 
habits.” He paused a moment, waiting for her start 
glance. He got it and smiled » holding her eyes. 
Would you do it? Help me, mean? Would you be 
willing to learn?” 

She blinked in momentary indecision, ing inside, 
but equally determined to do it. ie could be be Chase 
lying there. Or her brother, if he hadn't died at 

lorsville. “Yes,” her voice was not as firm as she 
tried to make it, so she nodded for emphasis, “yes, I'll 


Doc Lacey smiled, gently and thankfully, and Susan 
began to blush as he bent back to his examination. It 
ro. acthentronr li Behera teas ty he was 
Penley was lucky that they'd given up so easily. They 
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been. “Who's going to know the difference?” 

“I am,” Jewel grunted, her black eyes gleaming 
stubbornness. “War or no war, I ain't raised you to be 
playin’ maid servant to no stranger.” 

Major Courtland's hardly a stranger any more. Good 
Lord, he lives right here in the house with us.” 

“You knows what | mean.” 

“Tl leave the bed then.” Leanna smiled ly at 
Jewel's look of shock at her bluntness. “And the 
rest.” She turned to avoid more ment, starting up 
0 _— Jewel muttered behind but she i ; 

» only stopping to pick up a dusting cloth. She 
should have dedicat Behe Gath rae g 


the carved oak desk by window. A si letter lay 
137 


inci aE 
BBS Es 6 i te Be : BZ 54 Ge yg 

oes ate nile ae Fay! 
niga ie Esse: a 1S 
as ee io i me OT 
epetost Me Ft | 
‘al Tis 231 iH ; RHEE 
: THE tae a 1G a 
ted th apy us salt 
innbaPh ye WEE Ge 


he walked f d. “You 
girl.” 
these things and the day 
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“You have enough to do without this, for God's sake.” 


“Well, someone has to do 
girls didn’t come today because of the storm.” Leave me 


she used to be.” 
He looked faint! 


“Well, this one does apparently, if it's a choice be- 
tween you doing it or me. a 

eal emer heepmceume “A 

Chase raised one brow. “Well, then why are you so 
determined to do it?” 

There was no answer to that. None she could give 
him anyway. Fate, Leanna began thinking. This was 
the hand of fate. Her finding the book when she did. . . 
him coming in just then . . . now refusing to leave and 
let her decide. Her heart to thud sickly. She just 
didn’t want to do what she she ought to do. 

He smiled quizzically, his brown eyes gentle as he 
looked down at her. = gatos 9 are you sure you're all 
right? You're not yourself.” 

“T'm fine, Chase, really I am.” It sounded false even 
to ‘her cars and she wasn t surprised he questioned it. 

“You don't seem it. What's the matter?” 

She had to turn away from the softness of his gaze, 

ing for a feasible answer. “Well . . . I'm just. . . 
well, 1 wanted to go riding this afternoon. And there's 
so much to do.” 

“Riding in the snow?” 

“Well, the snow stopped this morning. The sun's out 
now.” 


“It’s still cold.” 

“I like riding in this weather. It’s one of my favorite 
times, actually.” If she could get off by herself a few 
minutes . . . to think this thing over. . . . What if she 
decided to put it back? How could she? What if Chase 
discovered the book missing in the meantime? Dear 
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God, couldn't he see the damned thing under her apron? 

It felt huge—terribly, terribly visible. She had to make 

a choice and fate was giving her no time to consider. 
“Well, Tl go riding with you, then.” He smiled 


“No, that’s not necessary, really.” 


close on her. Here, Chase, she wanted so desperately to 
say. Here's your book. I found it by accident. | don't 
gated Hegtnlygallnir dee, pine pclprcal ‘ou, to 
kill you. Why didn’t you keep it out of my way: 

“Especially after that guerrilla raid on the last supply 
train. It was only two days ago.” 

Star aaaadon ter a escinerne longet,tecliog eoabe seek 
to her , feeling her heart aching as though it would 
Scale Wi Gould ater bane’ iene lackey tortie btu 
not any longer, not since she realized she loved this man 
whi ed ave beth bit Gikthy. But it had fallen in 
her lap, practically. To do nothing with it now, to 
throw away such a priceless, desperately needed advan- 
tage to the South—to break the Yankee code, maybe 
change the whole tide of the war. She had no choice, 
she realized suddenly. Fate had made it for her. “All 
ight, I'll get changed.” 
ereery es an ch, despairing note in her voice and 
Chase frowned again, more puzzled than ever, opening 
his mouth to ask her once more what was the matter. 
But he his mind before he spoke. Jewel, maybe, 
he thought. She's concerned about Jewel. “I'll the 
horses saddled.” es 

Leanna nodded without turning back. Tears were 
spilling to stain her apron and the black leather of the 
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or never, The Jenkins farm was just over 
there, she the book to Mosby. 
Id 


It was 


The thought echoed like a death knell and Leanna closed 
in a silent ale gg for strength. You've got to, 
Leanna, she told herself. It was important enough for 
brother to die for, important enough for your 
Ciahend to risk dying for—your husband, Leanna, re- 
member him? The one you've already betrayed once 
with the Yankees. Now’s the time to balance the scales. 
Chase was riding only a half-dozen yards from her, 
ee had been r eet: romping - 
r mood. She could not resist a nce 
oy bs hauione face, dark against the blinding shi of 
slushy, half melted snow that covered the 
mud in the horses’ tracks. Good-bye, she 
to him. Chase, I'm sorry. . . . 

She set heels to her mare in that instant, and the 
horse leapt forward, glad to stretch her legs on such a 
briskly cold day. She saw Chase rein in his horse in 
startlemen 


would be unable to follow. 

The mare's ears went up, Leanna felt the tension of 
her body as she gathered herself for the jump, and she 
-gave the horse her head. They started up into the air, 
and suddenly Leanna was grabbing desperately for a 
handful of mane to save her seat on the sid ce. One 
of the horse's hind legs had slipped in the slushy snow. 
The rail came flying to meet them with a sickening, 
splintering sound, and Leanna went off in a somersault 
as the mare went down into the fence. She was dimly 
oy ARR gb Cepidie Rael ager ebony og 
then, for a moment, she was aware of nothing but a 
black explosion of pain. 

“Leanna! Jesus » you scared me half to death!” 
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to find Chase bent over her, 
i his face 
ashen testimony to the sincerity of his words. 

“What in the world were you th of, trying to 
take a jump in this footing? You're | ‘ou didn't 
break your fool neck!” 

She couldn't speak for tears, only laid her face closer 
to his shoulder and closed her eyes. It hadn't worked 
then. She had tried and failed. At least she’d tried. But 
she was honest enough to admit that the tears that 
burned so hotly on snow-chilled cheeks weren't 


“Are you hurt? Here, maybe I'd better take you back 
to the house.” Chase started to reach beneath her. Leanna 
book suddenly, loosened from her fall, begin- 


bat?” 

She didn't bother to look down. She kept her eyes on 
Chase’s face as he began to frown, releasing her slowly 
to reach beneath her. “Chase, it isn't what you think. 
She spoke it urgently, reaching to grip his shoulder. 
“It’s not that I wanted to hurt—” 


scarlet rush. “You can't mean that you think—" 
Ppa You all right?” 
ounted sentries gall up, rearing to a slidi 
stop. Chase slid cr ae gg inside spcleh-ar de 
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stood. Leanna reached for his arm, wie dpeteomstrseas 
but he jerked away, his face dark frighteningly 


eT'm fine. She might not be.” 

Leanna watched his face beseechingly, afraid to say 
anything with the others so close. Chase didn’t look at 
her. He turned away on one heel to grab for the reins of 
his horse. 

“Pll ru down the mare.” He = over one shoulder 
and mounted without a backward glance. 

Leanna scrambled to her feet as she saw him begin to 
for God’s sake!” she cried out in a sob, reaching after 
him as he turned. “Chase, listen to me!” 

He spurred the horse away from beneath her hand, 
not looking back. She stumbled off balance as the horse's 
passage buffeted her. Pain shot up her leg from the 
ankle. She took another futile — him, then halted 
with a sob, tears running down her face to drop in the 
snow at her feet. 

Behind her, the troopers exchanged long looks and a 
silent shrug. It was a matter of some interesting discus- 
sion among the enlisted men at Blytheswood—whether 
their major and the beautiful lady Rebel shared more 
than a dinner table. Obviously not, the shrugs said. 
Or he wouldn't leave her standing in the cold snow. 

Leanna had forgotten them. stood staring after 
the Yankee major with desolation in her pecwign 2 reed 
no, she tried to send the gen to him. Chase, you 
can't believe what you just said. Can't you understand 
what I did? Not that ! — peer that I bad to. | bad 
to, Chase, despite everything | for you. 

“You need ¢ tend, water? iF. 

The voice startled her and she turned too quickly, 
stumbling again on her weakened ankle. Fresh — shot 
a a it, raising her and 
squari shoulders and trying to see the soldiers 
clearly ite the tears in her eyes. 

“Here. Climb on up.” One of the other 
kicked his horse forward, bumping the first and obvi- 
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ously not caring. He only smiled to the other man’s 
frown. ae ake warm on the ride back.” 
“Stop it, Banks, you shouldn't—” 


they 
sake, either. She closed her eyes in abject misery, turn- 
ing nae ngs answer. She started to walk, trying to 


ever i in in her ankle. Banks 
Losin egy hero gent 
after slow ; 
eA Vou only vie Yanks with shoulder straps?” 
Sas Sac Ciciaesl said cha clenched her.costh strag- 


Otc woke bi 
“You took to “a pepe ised dor agen 
hauled you up out of the river that day.” 

Pain shot her ankle again, and Leanna turned 
on the man baiting her, her eyes flashing anger and 
~ humiliation beneath the of tears. “Your major’s a 

! You aren't. Now leave me alone!” 

Banks only laughed, leaning down from his saddle to 
cup Leanna’ chin in his hand ina sudden, rough grip 
ohooh spears Bowen. Prag fereretbid i im. 
“Yip! Yip! Yi !" He only laughed again, mocking 
= yell. ee ee ee ee 

ecacalir wilco gvmgi baggy nt co hg i 
her 


horse around to in. She was frightened 
Soden, aswell as angry. Sheed to jek to her fet 


“Banks, that’s One of the other had 
finally had it. He pulled his horse in front of Banks's 


Leanna mumbled a tearful thanks, tryi and failing 
to maintain any show of dignity. She could feel Banks 
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lation wrenched her heart, her face 
soe eagesstlg as Sage ishing she'd never heard 
of Mosby, code books, or Major Chase 


“Propriety will have to suffer, then, Jewel. | want to 
speak to Mrs. Leighton alone.” 

bese gay ta a 
stubborn stance. There was a terrible grimness in 
major’s face, like she'd never seen on it before. But 
Leanna was her last baby now. She wasn't going to lose 
her to this war, too. Not while she drew breath. “You 
ain't coming in here, boy. Not over my dead body!” 

“Move aside, Jewel.” 

“Miz Leighton’s in bed still and she ain't—” 

“Damn it! I said get out of my way!” 

“It’s all ae fee Leanna closed her eyes momen- 
tarily, the -b draining from her face. But she kept 
her chin high. “Please let him in.” Her voice was soft 
but there was something in it that weakened Jewel's 
iron resolve. A plea, almost. And a terrible, terrible 


mK 

Scien Sevdibd tin Aeomtsian bial ema te ie 
Leanna’s. She was in bed still. That, at least, had been 
the truth. Jewel wavered another second, then grum- 
bled an anxious pe and waddled ¢ the door, 
risking a last backward glance at the girl in the bed. “I'll 
be right out here in the hall if you needs me, chile.” 

Leanna didn’t even hear her. All her attention was 
focused on him. On the dark pain in his eyes, the grim, 
silent strength of his white jaw. He took a half- 
dozen steps forward to stand beside the edge of the bed. 
olay ga for Winchester se aang a 
days. I’ your sworn ‘ou won't try anythi 

Sdehnie ee sotile I'm Ry ; F are 
Leanna looked up at him where he stood barely out of 
arm's reach by her bedside, and her heart sank even 
lower than it had been before this entrance—something 
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she hadn't t ible. Amber brown eyes once so 

very pani parae egeks that cold. Her finger 

to quiver and she bit at it to restrain tears. 

course. You have my word.” 

“Good.” He turned even as he spoke, starting back 

toward the door. ae lin near 

Leanna sat u made a desperate 

or eae Pe hr et softly aloud in a choking sob. 

The anguish of her voice touched him—echoed deep 

where it hurt the worst, and involuntarily he checked 

his step. 

Bi Sintay-piscininun:Siveew’ onc daes chsental thas back 
y by accident. I didn’t go ing for it. And | 


not 
turning around, not looking back. Leanna watched him 
helplessly as he reached for the brass knob, opening the 
door, to walk through it. “Chase, please!” He offered no 
sign of having heard her. Only the soft click of the 
closing door ¢ the silence and Leanna closed her 
y Se fresh tears as she listened to the measured 
ythm of his bootsteps fading down the hall 
It was a week to the day before Jonathon opened his 
on 


io with oe hers of consciousness Lapras Ap 
edge of the crisp linen bed, smili faintly, 
a vague blur to Jonathon’s eyes. ind him 
young woman, also blurred, but there was a certain 
softness in her face that reminded him of Whitney, and 
rif estreny — gan 

“ Hd * jor >?” 

It was the man who spoke, not the woman. It startled 
him and he redirected his gaze to find the speaker. 
Feeling better? Was he? Yes, he thought in s 
surprise. Yes, he was. He tried to say so and couldn't. 
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Only a soft, slurred sound came out of his mouth. He 
frowned, embarrassed, beginning to try again. Greater 
pain was coming with greater consciousness, and he 
reached instinctively to touch his belly. 

“No, no, Major. Hands off." Doc chuckled, 
deflecting the young officer's hand. He the young 
man’s drowsy eyes for a moment, his smile fading as 
compassion softened his amusement. “I know, Ma 
believe me. I know it hurts. But you won't live u 
= and you won't eat if you're always asleep from 


Acoptioon tends the aflers wsiccomeailigd Sie Sai 
doctor's words echoed as if in a tunnel, distant, far 
away, each word a puzzle to be slowly solved. Finally, 
he understood, and nodded once, even that small effort 
exhausting. Doc Lacey reached a hand to his shoulder 
in understanding, then gestured Susan closer. 

“Beef soup. I want you to eat all of it.” He moved to 
Se eT tee ne a uick blush at 
the touch of his hand on her arm. He 
as she spooned the first few mouthfuls into the CSA 
major’s mouth, not realizing his hand rested still on the 
gif's slenaler shoulder. At last, he noticed. Surprise 

to a kind of gentle amusement and he glanced 


at Susan's face. She didn’t seem to mind at all. ta 
preny girl, and a wonderful nurse, he t. He 
by now she was Chase's fiancée and . of 


course, said nothing to her of Chase’s love for Penley’s 
sister. And he’d keep silent, too. Sull, if Chase weren't 
in love with imag png. ae ee 
“Well, I guess I'll go send that telegram I've been 
waiting to send,” he commented finally, watching her 
face. “To Chase.” Her ion didn’t change and 
Doc Lacey smiled faintly, . “Perhaps afterwards 
we could celebrate together with a late supper. I'm 
afraid I've worked you awfully hard these past few 
days. We'll make it a token of my extreme appreciation.” 
usan blushed and nodded awkwardly, unable to hide 
entirely the smile that instantly curved her mouth. She 
didn't took et him, but Doc Lacey touched her shoulder 
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Chapter Ten 





On Christmas Eve in Phi ia, soft white snow was 
falling. The wet cold made Joshua Courtland’s chest 

ins worsen, so he observed the holiday near a warm 
fire, With aged trendy ‘ond’ fie cigars on Earth, 
Goodwill toward Men." It seemed a more distant dream 


ia, like the other Northern cities, was celebrating 
- het ince si lenee sine Note 


social calendar. The less wealthy sang, and ice skated 
on frozen ponds. Some ate chestnuts roasted by street- 


Below the Mason-Dixon line, the Christmas of 1863 
wasn't quite so merry. Not dismal either, for hope was 
still high and the people had a deep abiding faith:in God 
to see their just cause eventually triumphant. Lieuten- 
ant Colonel Stewart Lei shared dinner with a 
local judge and his family and a dozen other of eb 
Stuart’ iday. 


s officers who hadn't gone home for the hol 
served an , light on , heavy on brandy, 
and then for raiding the next Yankee 


aioe aba aet . Cranberries were unobtainable. 
But the baby had ki in Whitney's belly for the very 
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rac ea ee and except for her continuing fears for 


oe on. the day had been a truly fine one 
Blytheswood was quiet—exception- 

oy we snow falling tended to make a place. The 

house was dark and Leanna laid stari ao Ast 


her bed. Chase had been five days in 

arrived this eveni piione shoge ter she'd retired nel erher 

room. She'd heard his steps in the hall, coming 

from the stairwa Seslar tae ware © he oon the 

and "owt nay te me knock at her door 
rags oe ng Even after the 


could do? Honor had done this, she found herself 
thinking. Throw honor to the winds, then. It couldn't 
be right to live hurting this badly. She must somehow 
make him understand. 

No light showed beneath the crack of his door, and 
for a moment only, Leanna hesitated. Then she reached 
for the knob, 7 roe isl adap ge mir Big ey 
step inside. Chase up from the edge of the bed, 
startled by the si Tint keane sending shadowed in 
silver moonlight. He stood up slowly, saying 
Gelecdar: this marachatne he had cau thin 

is coat and shirt lay discarded on the cane 
chair, hie hoots dripped. nockki snow onto the bare 
hardwood floor. Her eyes t his in a silent plea. 
His answer was coldness and a wariness almost tangible. 

“Is there only one way I can e myself, Chase?” 
The room was so silent, her words seemed to echo. She 
heard her voice begin to break and made a redoubled 
effort to keep it steady. “To try to undo the damage I've 


done? abs Tas laying or Moy ssh 
——— was y for M ” She drew a 
ha Gieread starved Smatia ton Sdn 


nae on sidan winter gown. “Will this convince you 
otherwise?” 
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“What's the price this time?” 

Leanna’s fingers faltered on the ribbon, but she forced 
herself to hold his eyes. “No price, Chase. There never 
was a price. That’s what I came here to prove.” 

“Damn you, Leanna, have you no mercy?” Pain flashed 
on his face as he turned away. “You know I'm in love 
with you. If a hyereehey Bo ger abbey m4 me, I'm not 
sure | wouldn't let you have whatever it is you want so 
badly. But not 3 bo men's lives. | won't give you 
them.” 


Leanna felt the sting of tears as she walked toward 
where Chase stood with his back to her in the darkness. 
His broad shoulders were shadowed in the moonlight, 
muscles pale gold against black. She reached out to 
touch him. “I don't want the lives of your men, Chase. 
I don’t want anything but you.” 

“This is what you want still, I gather.” He 
away from her with something like a shudder, i 
down to the bed. He thrust something at her as he 
turned. “Take a good look at it before you give it back. 
And make up your mind that’s the last you'll ever see of 
it. Regardless of what you offer in ” 

She stared at the thing he'd offered, taking it with a 
trembling hand. The book. Blacker than ever in the 
night room. More awful, more sinister than a demon. 
She could only stare at it for a long moment, unable to 
speak. She flushed fever hot, then terribly, terribly 
cold. “In one breath you say you love me, in the next, 
you call me a whore.” She thrust the book back at him 
with revulsion, turning on one heel toward the door. 
He caught her before she could leave, pulling her roughly 
around by the shoulders. 

“Just tell me why. If you're so damn eager to serve 
the Confederacy, why not at least sell yourself higher? 
For eae that might make a difference!” 

“Mosby told me to get the code!” She said it without 
expression, meeting his eyes without apology. Even that 
terrible secret seemed trivial now. “I was only trying to 
serve my country—the same way you serve yours. | 
didn’t go looking for that book. I found it while I was 
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warm i 
sh ca dcp pats 

¢ gave her a startled glance. spoke, a strange 
aici yed on his face. Leanna didn't notice. 
She'd her eyes, feeling more numb than anything 
else—half sick where she felt at all. In was no use, she 


further she was what he'd guessed. It was over then. 


re was no way back. 

She iasicher band aloaty. defeated. “I'm not apolo- 
gizing for what I did any more than I expect you to 
apologize for fighting for the side you believe in. I only 
here tonight because I hurt so badly I couldn't 
And I some silly notion that I could make 
aes posed oma 9 Agta —ienper alee ype gpa 
ved you then, I do now. That what I did was in spite 
of what I feel for you, not the other way around.” 


“Taking the book, you mean?” 
Sho, Regen gpomeiaeiar ap raping op 
heard it. 

“What if I'd called your bluff tonight? What did you 
sige me this cme ee P 

glanced up at that, meeti es for a 
minute. “It at bluff. Just iene in fact. Bes 
I don’t expect you to believe me any more.” 

“ [ should.” He raised his hand to the ribbon 
of her bodice, wrapping it slowly around one hand. It 
startled her, but she made stand still, ing to 
cower. The ribbon was half untied already from 
own hand. A single pull and it was loose. pocpematn 
to tremble, but she made a desperate effort to it 
She'd never seen Chase like this—he was dangerous. 
Tall, powerful, silent. The room was dark. Everyone 
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of fear as his slid up her gown to her e 
his thumb moving against her ipiple.-Shs 

atta nearest nip be age Hasan. hsb anton 
eyes. “Don’t hurt me, Chase. I beg you.” Tears 

to slip down her face and their humiliation forced 
finally to lower her proud head. 

Chase watched her face in the darkness, caught the 
gleam of the tears and slowly d his . “Did 
you really believe me capable of hurting you?” He 
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opened eyes 
nothing, only studied her, silent, dark and grim. “You'd 
make a lousy spy, my love. Take my advice and don't 
pursue it as a career. 

Leanna stared at him, not even daring to breathe. 
Somewhere in the house, a roof beam ’ 

Fi about Mosby. F about what he wants of 
- vt is no code book. never has been one. 

never will be one.” 

She felt even sicker. “But—the book I took from 

ou?” 

“It is not a code cipher, Leanna. Had you bothered to 
even glance through it, you could have seen that for 
yourself. It's my officer’s log. It could have hurt in the 

hands, but not too badly.” 

“But, but the way you reacted!” 

He shook his head once sharply. “Leanna, listen to 
me. I have nothing here with me that could be of any 
significant benefit to your Southern armies. Nothing at 
least that could make any real difference in the war. 
Think about it, for God’s sake. 1 have two hundred 
men. I'm ag a the —— Federal 
ment. Wou risk anything of any importance by 
sending it here?” 

She stared up at him. “Nothing?” 

Chase raised one dark brow released her. “Sorry, 
my dear. Nothing.” 

Leanna stood motionless, searching his dark eyes, 
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studying his face. So many emotions were ing in- 
side her, she could not identify any one wi 
can you forgive me then, Chase? For 
> 


Momen in flickered in his eyes. “I love you, 
Leanna. Let thet be enough.” 

She closed her eyes with a deep sigh, not 
what else to say. It wasn't , but it was a start 
Just now, she was even that much. Without 
thinking, she | her face up to Chase's, seeking his 


“I can’t wish Stewart's death . . .” Leanna's confusion 
showed in her eyes. 

“I know.” 

“... or the South to lose, either. I believe in our 
cause too greatly.” 

“I know that, too.” 

“But I love you, Chase. More than I'd ever thought 
possible.” 

He only nodded once, taking another step backward. 
“Go to your own room now. T' ing, but I'm only 
human. Don’t ask too much of me, Lea. 

She reached only a last time to lay her hand wistfully 
over his, then nodded and turned to leave. It was one of 
the hardest things she'd ever made herself do. And 
small comfort to her to realize that, just as Doc Lacey 
~ had once warned her, she and Chase were in some ways 

too much alike. Both of them put a limit on the love 
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fear the future and the agonizing choices it must 

For neither she nor Chase could v dhalearied pen. om 5 
it each against the other. One of would have to 
lose. 


Front Royal and it was his habit to be outside to meet 
a a She heard horses in the drivewa 
now, the click of the front door, and a draft of cold air. 


ht ps tasiapease Rare erie rece a 
muffled as they reached the fringed square of carpet. 
She closed her eyes, praying she would not find hatred 
again in his eyes when she turned, and drew a deep 
breath. “Oh, Major. Merry Christmas.” She had to 
make herself meet his eyes. Relief swept her to see his 


expression and for an instant she didn't move, only 
enjoyed the lack of eG hh pi has some cider heat- 
ing in the kitchen if you - 


She wouldn't let me in earlier. I gather she’s making 
something special.” But he smiled as he said it, shrugging. 
“T'll get. it, then. Have a seat.” 


sate caren (a who leaned in the dini 
to a trooper in 
room doorway, holding i rack weir 26 4 


Chase frowned momentarily, tal the telegram, sa- 
ecg Aa aNapliting Wesperbotere he tight anoead 
it, 


exhibits the same traits. 
Doc Lacey noticed Jonathon’s sharp glance at the 
officer and Siathe cloned Gunna thea Didn't 


of 

And Jonathon 'y was no fool. That was one compli- 
cation they didn’t need. “Your only alternative is a 
prison, Major Penley. And with the condition your wife 
is in—" 


“My duty remains the same, Doctor. I'll be exchanged 
evemaelly ‘aod I'll be able to go back and—" 

“Duty? What kind of duty do you have to your wife, 
Major? Your family? If Mrs. Penley doesn’t stay here 


“Whitney can stay. She won't be in prison with me. 
Then after the baby is born—” 
“That baby will never be born! She'll lose it worrying 
about you rotting in a prison camp! A goddamn waste is 
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what it is! Of both of you! I can't believe | wasted so 
much time and energy patching you up.” 

“Now, settle down, » Chase interrupted his 
friend with an impatient frown. “Be sensible, Major. 
Maybe never. I've rumors already of ee 

for prisoners of war. You damn near di 


owe them any more. And I'm a soldier, like you are. I 
think I'm seeing things in a valid perspective. If you'd 
esenne pereles give your word you won't fight against 
the government, you'd be free to take your wife 
and daughter up to Philadelphia for the duration of the 
war. I cabled my father he's willing to offer some 
sort of work for you at the bank. Whi can stay at 
the house. It’s only a couple blocks from the university 
ital, and—" 

“Hire me as a clerk, you mean? Or to dump wastebas- 
kets and sweep the floors? I think not, thank you.” 

“You can hardly expect to be offered the vice presi- 


dency, Major. And as your alternative is a prison camp, 
I you make an effort to swallow a little pride.” 
f ‘ou, Major Courtland, but this discussion is 


at an end. I've made my magic ma! es studied the 
Yankee officer's face as he . Why make any offer 
at all? Why did he give a n about a Confederate 
officer he'd never met? And what had he meant about 


Leanna, anyway? 

Chase si and shrugged, frowning, frustrated, 
defeated. Doc was right. It was a waste. return of 
Jonathon Penley wasn't ay Ss help the CSA. Only 
God could at this point. And hoped He sonld chgon 
not to. “Well, I've done my job, anyway,” he shrugged. 
“T've delivered one Penley safely to you, Roger.” 


Doc Lacey only ted, furious and grim. Damn 

war. Damn "honor business. One was a as the 
other, apparently. “Well, thanks for that, anyway, Chase. 
I'll keep a good eye on Whitey for you.” 


He wasn't thinking and he didn’t notice Jonathon's 
quick frown at his werds. 
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seston genta phen rere erases 
? 
thing, Chase, while you're here in Wash- 


Chase’s quick showed his surprise. “Susan? 
Has she been a for you here at the hospital?” 
ao Ds ing like that. ay ayerrasp nang se 
a .a nurse. But we've ta t 
rie pe pois Sater don ton slats eoneing 
how feel t Mrs. Leighton—” 
ites: aiay’ or shay cit eel about Leanna Leighton 
has no ing on Susan and me. For one thing, as you 
well know, Leanna’s already married. For another, | 
wouldn't have given Susan a ring in the first place if I 
weren't at least fond enough of her to be quite sure | 
can be a better-than-adequate husband to the girl.” 
Anger flashed on Chase’s windbrowned face as he 
spoke, and for a moment, Doc was too startled to 
a. sme It wasn't like Chase to be quick-tempered. 
ive, maybe, he decided. Perhaps he'd been get- 
ting pressure of some sort already from either of his 
or Susan's family, and was assuming Doc Lacey 
was doing the same. “No, Chase, you're misreading 
what I'm trying to say. Quite the eres ipaeae. 
The more time I spend with the girl, I myself 


very— 
“Major Courtland?” An orderly interrupted. “Sorry, 
sir, but you're carriage is waiting below. You'll miss 


Chase was still frowning as he turned to nod a curt 
acknowledgement. “Sorry, Doc. We'll have to continue 
this another time.” 

Doc Lacey reached to grab Chase's arm as he bent for 
his gloves and swiftly began to turn away. “Chase, if 
you'll just give me one minute, I'd very much like to—” 

“Another time!” The anger flashed openly on his face 
this time, and Doc Lacey released his grip. moved 
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Chapter Eleven 


Winter in Virginia is a mellow season. It moves slowly, 
at a pace of its own—refusing to be hurried, but wi 
out much violence. Snow falls often enough to be 
pretty. ground is muddy after it melts. The sun 
shines often, and in the Valley when the mountains take 
fe Rahat vg efaors Rages warm. ors this was a 
one, m of January, Blytheswood’s 
poe hee froin hard enough fee Yankee soldiers cut 
of it to store in the underground, stone-built ice 
house. Covered with straw, it would last most of the 
year. February stayed cold, colder than usual, and the 
top of the ground froze in places. The troopers had to 
hammer a hole in the horses’ water buckets every morn- 
ing, and sometimes the water pump froze. Troops on both 
sides shivered the cold, monotonous days away. The 
Yanks in Cul had better blankets and better food. 
By March of 1864, Lee's veterans by the Rapidan River 
were desperate for shoes and boots, and scurvy was 
rampant in the ranks. 

South doesn’t much winter, and hun- 
dreds of miles away from the fighting lines in Virginia 
and Tennessee, life still followed a more mellow pattern, 
an echo of prewar days when courtesies and cotton were 


In Savannah, Georgia, Chase's sister Elinor lifted the 
hem of her satin azure gown as she st into the 
drawing room. She noted Thomas Wilson's quick glance 
at the ankle she deliberately showed, then the 
hem again to take a seat on the Chi le settee. 

“You don't mind if I join you, gentlemen?” she purred 
demurely. 


Wilson looked startled, but in true Southern chival- _ 
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rous fashion offered a quick bow and an uick 
denial. “My deeibelen plaanvte. unless oe 


viscount onl raised a brow and shrugged. “Her 
ileal les tananal neko” 


He wanted the and ammunition ‘d in 
on the , y a small portion dha gr 
the South was for weapons and shot. The 


egg hadn't pice to convince him, but to entice 
him. He was you -looking in an 
of way. It wens sab ing 
of Bermuda, waiting for Federel ships of 
ade to disappear enough to risk a dash i 
Savannah Harbor. She was bored silly with Hadley. 
And with the confinement of the ship, she hadn't dared 
enjoy any of the young, brawny sailor lads. She had 
Hadley pretty much where she wanted him, but his 
iveness made him dangerous when it was aroused. 


3 
zt 


“Cotton for your return trip?” Wilson seemed as- 
tounded. “Well, of course, we have plenty, but how do 
you to get it out?” 

“Oh, the blockade, I know. But Elinor’s father has 
good connections in Washington. She knows what part 
she’s to play if we should get stopped and searched.” 

“Caught in a storm, Mr. Wilson,” she offered in her 
low, throaty voice, half laughing. “We needed to refit 
the ship and take on fresh water most desperately.” 

ba | see. " 

“I need cotton for my mills, Wilson. This damn war's 
gone on interminably.” 

“Perhaps if England would recognize our Confederate 
government—" 

“Don't start that nonsense. Why should they do that? 
Oh, the aristocrats sympathize. But the lower classes, 
the masses—well, it's a pity your General Lee didn't 
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a, Pennsylvania last summer. That would have 


ilson choked on his brandy. “Conquered Pennsyl- 
vania? You mean Gettysburg? We weren't trying to 
uer the whole state, Lord Benni , just—" 
don't talk war!” Elinor pouted. “I'm sick of it.” 
“Yes, talk money,” Hadley smiled. “She likes that 
ject better.” 


sy 2” Wilson hid rise. He'd expected an 
aristocrat. Fis eiyoe “akone tbe the tien Yankee 
merchants. “All right, money. We'll give you cotton for 
a return trip to . but if you would consider—ah— 

inging more guns and ammunitions, powder especially, 
on next run...” 

“There won't be a next run. I'll have what I need. It's 


* Hee, bu 
es, but cotton mills aren't as profitable as a certain 
kind of shipping could be.” 

“You mean running guns, don't you, Mr. Wilson?” 
Elinor eyed him with curious intensity. “How profit- 
able is the ammunitions business?” 

“very.” 

“For example?” 

“For a good rifle, a profit of five hundred to one 
thousand percent. Shee ged akg" warp pa dol cer 

Elinor’s eyes opened wider. “Five hundred percent?” 

“Or more.” 


“Oh, Hadley . . .” She smiled at her husband, beckon- 
ing him over, “If 1 could—say, free a bit of my father's 
money, invest it in such a business, you could stay in 
the South to it from this side, I could stay with 
father in Philadelphia, and perhaps—" 

“You'd run black-market guns to the South while 
your own brother fights for the North?” 

“Is my ‘own brother’ at all concerned about what this 
war is doing to me, to us, Hadley? I told you in 
London, dear. | a intend to be poor.” oe 

“I wou er to be rich again, also.” 

Elinor oil fn nodding “Why don’ you dis- 
cuss the details then with Mr. Wilson? 
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Pll take care of my father. Don’t worry on that score. 
And | grew up with the business, remember? I know 
how to divert a little capital so that it will never be 

He hesitated another moment, then sighed agreement. 
He turned and missed Elinor’s sultry glance at their 
young host, missed Wilson's returning glance and slow 
nod. “All right, Mr. Wilson. Let's discuss specific details.” 


“Oh yes!” Elinor moaned approval, her face flushed 
in the of the closet, her whole body trembling 
with eagerness. Wilson's hands roamed in bolder ex- 
ploretion. slipping beneath her dressing gown to find 

re skin. Breasts high and full and remarkably firm 
filled his hands and he dropped his head to her neck, 


perfume mingled . He kissed her hair, her ear, 
then her throat, feeling her lips at his ear, nipping once 
almost painfully, murmuring encouragement and giving 


touched her, 
wet ton. A faint shudder of passion 
shook Wilson's body—he had never known a woman 
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, her slender hand diving inside to find his 


He dropped to his knees in blind obedience, seeking 
her and sucking greedily at her with his mouth. Elinor 
moved her legs into a slightly wider stance, running her 
fingers deep into his hair to pull him tighter 


into her, his teeth hard, his hands pulling at her buttocks. 


should she ask of him, she wondered? How much ime 
oot have left? Sm iae ie 
is were desperate . his ni 
Sy her ae all vetionel coeefol ied "his vakod. Hie sureties 
member ached and throbbed between his legs, pointing 
upward to the dark mysteries above it. He his 
mouth away from her and began to stand, ing her 
buttocks with one hand, himself with the to guid 
himself within. She moved away, turning around to his 
een the cheeks of 


oe 


moaned in tion, pulling himself out of that teas- 
ing trap. His nds were no Kinger gentle on-ther; Mis 
body no longer tolerant of game playing. His breath 
was inst her face as he turned her to 
face him again, his arms tightening to hold her still 
while she writhed in distress. His eyes were 


, glittering, . 
longer safe of er but only of mse, a wid bl 
by eg ee 
termined to ease the demands of a body aroused beyond 
mercy. She felt him pressing at the inside of 
and led harder while she smiled. He 
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He pulled her down while she pushed upward, her 
again, louder with each 


flesh. Suddenly, he dropped his arms from 
back, reaching one behind her hips, 
thigh. He forward at the same instant 
ming her ders against the closet wall and | 
her one leg with his arm. Elinor sighed and closed 
eyes in anticipation of ecstasy. Now, she tho 
It came then as she'd known it would, driving up into 
her like a battering ram, hard enough to lift her off her 
feet, crushing her back ~ ome the ee He 
was huge, hot. He felt like rock more than . She'd 
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co sesame Pity Bree ma Fomrat Cs him 
with a iced eye. He was at least a8 good as shed 
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her again, with frenzied desperation, withdrew 
and thrust again, harder and harder, his hand on her 
buttocks to move her now as he willed. She no longer 
made any pretense of ing. “Oh wonderful, that's 
ret ahi i in ecstasy, limp in his arms, 
ing only the steady, relentless surging of his body 
inside hers. “Oh, , Thomas! Now more, more, 
Thomas! Harder, harder! Oh. that’s it! Oh, yes, yes, 
es!” 
TR al Renegade pee 
: y weight as 
climaxed like an exploding rocket. Elinor came on 
him at the same moment, biting her lip to withhold an 
ecstatic cry. She could feel the hot juices of his bod 
ing into her, ing her and himself as well, felt 
her own body's joyful . the sticky wetness that 
began to seep out as he grunted once more in stunned 
_ ecstasy, mead vag ry Bim around her. She pulled 
ns oem ta 3 etn rerh ca aco were 
carpet again, ing only a moment to touch hi 
shoulder and thes sok males oe his dinner jacket. Then 
she left him, hurrying to her own room just down the 
hall. She'd no sooner closed the door behind her than 
she heard Hadley on the stairs, finishing his brandy and 
the last cigar that had allowed her time for such frolic. 
She smiled and drew the sheets higher over her naked 
body before he came in. Perfect, she herself. 
You've got the timing down just perfect. 


March « change in Philadelphia, too. Magno- 

lias Siactioatae they oan Savannah, but 

gray snow melted from cobbled streets, the ice disap- 

from Wissakickon Creek and the Susquehanna 

iver, and shipping activity began again on the winter- 
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y Delaware dockside. A military black s' named 
Utyesee 8. Geant: back Gaally-mntie gad ta tne estern 
Theater and earned a reputation as a resolute, relentless 
fighter. Abraham Lincoln had been ing for just 
such a man for a long time. Now that he'd him, 


both North and South reeli  Nostherd fenniises wasted 
oe pe ee . Southern families needed 
them, for the CSA was already desperately low on 
manpower and the cessation of exchange would cripple 
them further. For Jonathon Penley, it been the end 
of hope. Three futile months of rotting in a Yankee 

1 lankets crawling with lice, more maggots than 


in the food, overcrowding even in the officers’ 
quarters to the point that everybody stunk and every- 
body it and nobody cared after a while because 


5 to 
knew 
the smell of ev ing else. 
me Rude a onke of the Courtland’s 
Philadelphia mansion, looking at a trio of portraits, 
ere Two young men in Federal uniforms—one 
ized as the cavalry major he'd met in Wash- 
ington, the other was draped with black ribbon. It gave 


car te praia simply to break the tension of the silence. 
7 that one?” It was of a beautiful young woman, 
hanging above the piano on the papered wall. A woman 
with a rather smile. 

“My daughter, Elinor.” Joshua concealed any expres- 
sion his face might have shown by turning away, reach- 
ing to open the cigar box. “A cheroot, Major Penley?” 
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Jonathon flushed. “Not major, any more. I've given 
wpm right to claim that title.” 
os 


ua glanced swiftly at the man. “Because 
parole, paints The silence was answer. 
Toke elt a frown gathering and made an effort to 
it away. “From my son's letter, I don't see that 
you much choice, once General Grant eliminated 
exchanges of prisoners of war.” 
“Everyone has a choice. Everyone always has a choice,” 
porathce disagreed with , turning serpy on one 
1. Damn, he hated this! Swearing parole. Abandon- 
ing an Sg it eager, de cesar he 
the CSA. t on a Yankee's hospitality—his 
whole family, it seemed, shamefully unable to provide 
any longer for their own. 
Major Penley ... Mr. Penley,” Joshua’s frown 
ized. “Let's not argue with one another. I'll be 
quite frank with you—I'm no more pleased at this turn 
of events than you are. My son wrote and requested | 
help you and your family in this manner, I felt obli 
to assent. But my oldest son fell at Shiloh under Confed- 
erate bullets. My youngest son is hardly out of danger 
of the same fate. Please, don’t aggravate a difficult 
situation.” 


worriedly—Elinor's Sy oe pes arrival two nights ago, 
a board meeting at the bank that had ended the aorks 
i d 


to be from Chase, not about him. joshua still wasn't sure 
into this damnable 


heart to refuse him. 
As if the world weren't complicated enough! Just last 
night he had had to agree to contribute money, twen 
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ty 
odges and that 
coalition. Plans were in motion to buy eight key 
men, their seep ge their votes, a 
to so detested 
peak Wok ws coee ie le oe 
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the va of an army attack. “We might 
an effort to avoid each other as much as possible, 
It might be easier on both of us. I'm a busy man 
haven't the time to spare to play host to you. You 
be going to the bank every morning with me, though 
whatever 


eee ee 


& 


Joshua waited grimly, letting his words sink deep into 
the young Virginian’s head. He watched him 


his cigar. A flashed in Penley’s blue eyes. A muscle 
vwieched in his lean jaw. But he didn’t argue back. 


you not to use it without ission, servants’ quarters, 
drawing room, dayroom, the foyer you've seen. Upstairs, 
bedrooms. I'll put you in the one at the end of the hall.” 
Jonathon nodded, trying to follow the overquick 
description. He didn't want to humiliate himself further 
by having to ask twice. He frowned in concentration, 
ing the invisible rooms in his mind. A y 
woman's voice sounded unexpectedly from behind him 
and he turned, startled, and found the woman of the 
it staring directly at him.” 
“Ah . . . our resident Rebel, I gather.” 
Joshua tried to force a nonchalant expression. But 
honchalance and Elinor just never mixed easily. They 
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didn't now. “My daughter, Mr. Penley. Elinor, Lady 


“Pleased to meet you.” Jonathon shifted his gaze when 
she didn't. A faint, instinctive tremor flamed briefly in 
his loins, = 1 he a RR And it had been many, 


sg eens forward, | leisurel 
etti eden 
aes eee eens: Phad ta we . 
ro pen ensertonige petri rele ae 
familiar tightening sensation in his chest and he 
quickly, hoping to relieve it. “Mr. Penley's wife be 
joining him in a few weeks, Elinor. She's expecting a 
child next month.” 

“Oh? Your first?” 

eaaiceed tere le Soft, cool 

ly sensual. “No, ma’am. I... we have a 

dau we ap Ay A two-year-old.” 

“T loathe children.” But Elinor laughed as she said it 
and neither man knew exactly how she felt. It was a 
pie ne gieened beck o: oer, Sov ended. eying 

at to 

past ecae. . The English were somewhat sym- 

Southern cause. Maybe she would be an 

Sy ie Dilek ee—gecer wo. the hex wll api dyed ia: 

the-wool Yankee father. He smiled hesitantly in return. 

Joshua watched, frowning, ever more uneasy. “Come 

on, Mr. Penley. I'll show you the stables outside.” He 

p rotgaa ting Abo wi, Rese Br Sy ole 4 
slightly to hear Penley Letincs “gorerieney 

9, Whaor? tie found bi f thinking“as be led 
te long, oakpancled allay to the rea othe hug 

ven oecgoee hallway to the rear of the huge 
3 bell T kane 960'soAutnke? Lees now 
renal little girl, who used to sit on my lap to 
coax candies my pockets—where in the world has 


she gone? 
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trio of young officers. She 
"s entrance into the dusk-shadowed kitchen, nor 


Valley and thawed winter's stiffness from Jewel’s bones 
Outside, the redbud was bloomi trees, 
too. Yellow fe and purple wisteria colored the 


land amidst the lime green of spring pastures. a iat 
Miz Lea . . .” Jewel began to smile, moving toward her. 
by chs en you was...” a 

“You're leaving?” Leanna sought Captain Grier’s , 
Tlie the snaeer before he could . Chase had 
been to Winchester for three days. He'd only 
come back tonight in time for dinner, and said ing. 
She turned for the door in a rush, too distraught to try 
to mask her emotions. 

Jewel watched her exit with a quizzical gaze, grum- 
bling aloud as the door slammed and bounced behind 
the girl’s oom: “Now tarnation! What the devil be 
getting into her?” : 

The young officers exchanged silent looks, and 
suddenly, Jewel read the meaning in their glances. How 
had she missed it, knowing the girl like she did? All 
winter then. Those soft, sweet smiles, the renewed 
radiance of those beautiful violet eyes, the occasional 
tears. . . . You're a dumb old woman, she scolded herself 
worriedly. Now what the devil was the chile gonna do? 
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coop vtntr ete amp stn dusk of April's later 


# 


usic caught her ear, coming from the campfires 
mise the Yotiee-bude shed. See tara involuntarily 
toward it, slowing her Rirconsese Bovey Abe iro 
out of breath—as much etre. 
i fom, Debate arpa: & but she moved slowly 
oStide pom tapssee ner ad nd him. If the Yankees’ 
choice meant anything— 
“Oh Shensndoah, I'm bound to leave you,” a clear, 


Sweet tenor voi the j 
Lance esnped cotlecl Liane ciation of to ok 


filled her eyes, her heart pounded in her breast. The 

Saalisiitadiy araltn of # csvticlv onjen qéleved i the 
growing darkness. Chase's deep baritone took up the 
second verse. 


seat on stump, but his voice faltered the 
last bars of old song and the other men finished 
without him. 


“Oh Shenandoah, I love your daughter. . . . 
But away, I'm bound to go. Across the wide Missouri . . .” 


ft was true then. Leanna felt the last of her hope 
fading slowly before the ion in his dark eyes. 
She waited until the last a a 
darkness, echoed a moment, and then i : 
Then she turned awkwardly carson sho ter 
moved, trying to run before she humiliated herself 
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“I thought I might find you here, Lea.” Someone 
ducked under the low, trailing branches and stepped 
It was Chase, and she threw herself at him, circling 
his neck with her arms. “No, Chase! Don't leave me!” 
“Don't say that! Don't ask that of me, Lea. I beg 


“But ia said we'd have months yet—months. Oh 
God, | love you so!” 

He held her closer, burying his face in her hair. “I 
know . . . I love you too, wrong as it is for both of us. 
But we knew it would come to this. We've known it all 


staring up into his shadowed face. “Take me with you.” 
He shook his head, a sudden gleam of something like 
neal in his own eyes. “You n't do that. Even if I 
es. 
ic ockee t in her throat and she closed her eyes 
helplessly. “You would if you loved me.” 
: Gil. hese dost ide tle pocme sac iie 


Leanna’s heart lifted in ome joy: She yielded 
ing itself to his. All the laws 
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heartbeat before the black woman looked away. Stewart 
home? But that was impossible. He was with the army 
on the other side of the Blue Sa paneer 

‘hoger have Colonel Leighton ol — 
felt an abyssmal ness seeping through his , 
quenching the fires Leanna had lit. Even as he spoke, 
lifted his head away from Leanna’s and slowly began 
lowering her to the . Barely beyond his arm's reach 
was the closed parlor door, Mu voices were drifting 
through it. 

“He ain't with the army no more.” Jewel spoke to the 
Yankee instead of to the girl. Inside her, there was such 
an ache of shock and sorrow she couldn't meet Leanna’s 
os oye 9 and di . Captai — a” 

rung to prove it.” Chase let go of t 
ei — ge ot and Jewel rated forward to oa her 
Bulk between them. “They’s all waitin’ in there for the 
Major to get back. Seems knew where you was.” 

Plies searted toward the pe jor door, took two steps, 
and then soe gg esky ro But Jewel stood 
in front of the girl, her black eyes glittering as they met 

Maybe Ha ain't heard what | said, Major. Miz’ 
Leighton's husband’s home. He's the only man got any 
to ” 


He looked over her head to seek Leanna’s eyes, hold- 
ing them for a long moment while no one moved. A 


willing to lose everything else for his sake. But not now. 
arabnndtix bed:pansed 
Her head was once more in control of her heart. She 
held his eyes for what seemed an eternity, and read the 
question that burned there in his dark eyes, and was 
helpless to give him any other answer. “He’s my 
175 


click of the knob being turned. 
“You to go in, chile,” Jewel gave her a gentle 
as she moved to side, and Leanna didn’t turn 


ing she could have done to help her chile from 
being caught in its ruin. God help them all, she thought. 
What was gonna happen now? 


angry as he glanced at her, then back to meet Chase's 
dark gaze. “To find my wife out walking with another 
man—alone.” 


“And I explained that my position here is hardly of a 
social nature.” Chase spoke softly, low and even, but 
Leanna had heard that tone in it before—the night of 
their confrontation over the ‘code book'—and she 
to tremble where she stood. “If you're that anxious to 


on the breakfront by 
wife.” 
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to pour himself a portion of the , aged French 
a Stewart had just gestured to. “If you'd take the 
trouble to look around yourself, you'd find I have well 
over two hundred men quartered here. More than 
sufficient, | would say, to subdue any undue resistance 
from a Confederate officer too ‘unwell’ to continue dis- 
ing his duties to his army.” 

“This is still my home, and if you were any sort 

a gentleman you would accede graciously to my 
ip. 


“But | thought it was a well-known fact down here 
that Yankees aren't gentlemen.” Chase raised the brandy 
snifter and took a swallow. Flaunting it, Leanna 
would have said. “I wonder very much whether you 
Confederates are, cither. If I were to judge by you 


_alone, Colonel, | would have to guess not. 


“Major Courtland, please!” Leanna interrupted with a 
single, anguished glance in his direction. His eyes met 
hers for only a fraction of a second, then swiftly moved 
on beyond her. But she'd read the dark pain in them— 
the and the frustration both. She ached in silent 


“The discharge papers are genuine, I think, Major.” 
Captain Grier forward, looking up from his 
examination to hand them back to Chase. “That's the 


CSA seal, all right.” 

A muscle twitched once in Chase’s jaw as he glanced 
down at the paper in his hand. “Wounded the fifth of 
March . ie 


“Wounded in action,” Stewart corrected as he began 
to walk toward Leanna. He reached first for a cane, and 


" limped slightly as he moved. For the first time, Leanna 


noticed the trousers of his uniform were bloodstained. 
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falling in love with a pasa gran ersiepirnee 
been ki 


“Wounded in action nst your Yankee cavalry 
troops, cigs aed Stewart ars 


Colonel. And I'll only warn you once that di 
no, | won't listen "5 ew insults. | have the authority t to 
choose. Or to send you 


if you've been discharged, Save akenientenees oil . 


battlefield. Major Courtland has treated us all very gen- 
erously while he's been here. Can't we, at least, be 
civilized enough to repay that with some courtesy?” 


Her hands trembled as she , her face was ashen, 
but she tried to force a abbey citi gat 
mally she failed. “Have you eaten, Stewart? Perhaps | 
could bring a tray.” 

“Upstairs, if you would. Tell el etser em: 
Stewart started for the door, glancing 

geo digngent ibe aaa Seating 


still cold in his eyes. eae pam, eins aa 
Leanna. mec ghar apace ome Caarabcaty hl 
a : : 


idn’ Sat pater Upes rapa aciny ar 
moeiethelees eowerd Stewart. He was her husband, she 


no other choice for her to make. “Good night, Major 
." she murmured in soft pain as she stepped out 
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the door Stewart held for her, and walked 
slowly toward the stairs. Chase did not answer and only 
silence lay around her as she took her husband’s arm to 
help him upstairs. 


“.. . but your discharge said . . .” 
“Don't A fool, Leanna,” Stewart sat on the bed, 


unwrapping the bandages with careless hands. “That 
was almost a month ago. | came home to find out what 
was happening. And to find out why Major Mosby 
never heard ——e from you aboutr—” 

“Mosby! You only came home because they sent 
nee Because | wasn't reporting what | was supposed to 

> head 

Stewart glanced up with a frown, puzzled by the 
sudden sharpness of her voice. “I didn’t say I didn’t 
welcome the chance, Leanna, if that’s what you mean. 
Of course, | was anxious to come ior a lot of 
reasons. Not the least to see you.” 

His blue eyes held hers, searching them, and Leanna 
paled ig oer te her gaze guiltily. 

“It's damn near a year since I've seen you.” 
Stewart's expression softened as he studied the girl. She 
was beautiful still . . . his wife. He smiled faintly. “I've 
missed you.” 

Leanna shrugged against tears that to her eyes. 
She'd missed him, too, until Chase. . . . “You certainly 
didn't give that eopeeenen earlier.” 

“Should I have pleased? To find you out walk- 
ing unchaperoned with another man? A Yankee, no 
less." He rose to his feet to walk toward her, lifting one 
hand to tuck black og at from her face. “Leanna, 
I know you're young. But you know better. You can’t 
do that sort of thing without ing.” 

“People talking!" Leanna turned away his hand 
in renewed anger. “I've had more i t things on 
my mind than worrying about people talking.” 

“Nothing is more important than maintaining your 
reputation. As long as you're my wife, the honor of 
your reputation on the honor of—” 
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“Of yours? And what about you, Stewart? i 
to serve in the ca anymore? Tricking Major 
Courtland? What kind of honor is that?” 

“For God's sake, Leanna, what's gotten into you. 
They're only Yankees! It doesn't matter what they think.” 
He stared at her in genuine bewilderment, . but 
struggling to understand. She had somehow, 
He sensed that. He didn't know exactly how, or what 
to do with it, but he could feel a difference in the 
woman who stood before him, and the adoring, obedi- 
ent girl he’d married. He frowned opuin, puzzled, reach- 
ing once more to touch her face. “I was pleased to hear 
about Jonathon.” He tried a different subject. “And 

imey, too, of course.” 

“Jonathon took preg Stewart—just aca" week. 
They're to stop the prisoner exchange, it was 
senseless for him to rot in a prison camp. 

—— was startled. “Parole? He's coming home 
>” 

*“No. He’s—for Whitney's sake, he’s going to remain 
up North until the baby’s born. Dob Leer abba 3 
may be twins.” 

Doc i 

“Yes, the I wrote you about who—" 

“Oh, the Yankee.” Stewart s dismissal. 

Leanna glanced sharply at him, but held her . 
Bright moonlight in from the window to add to 
the oil lamp’s light. Stewart's hair shone dark gold, 
touched now by silver she didn’t remember seeing last 
summer. His face was leaner, darkly weathered. It oc- 
curred to her as a shock that he was handsome, but 
practically a stranger to her, familiar only in that he 
matched the picture by her bed. Other than that, she 
knew this man very little. Stewart glanced up at her 
suddenly as he reseated himself on the bed. 

“Will you help me, Leanna?” 

She froze, paling. Mosby again. “Stewart, I—” 

“Take that end of the bandage if you will. I'll unwrap 
it from this way.” 
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She took it, trying not to show her relief. A wound 
did lay under the bandage, an angry-looking red crease, 
ee ee er ee eee 

“Saber cut,” Stewart explained almost absently, look- 
ing at her face instead of the wound. “Not the first— 
nor, I imagine, the last.” 

She glanced up to see a faint, half smile on his mouth. 
Bits, beg a memory. That smile was familiar and it 
made him less a stranger. “You never told me you'd 
been wounded before. 

“I saw no reason to alarm you needlessly.” 

The faint smile remained on his face, and Leanna 
offered one of her own, remembering he'd smiled just 
that way the day they'd been married. A good day. Her 
father had been there. Jonathon and Whitney, too. The 
war had not yet quite n. 

“I wish you'd told me. 

“Why?” 

“Because I should know more what's happening to 
you. How you are. How you feel. How the war is. . .” 

“Why Id you know that, Leanna? That's the 

int of this as far as I'm concerned. Women shouldn't 
base to know about such things.” 

— — true Sivtherwood, began, but since 
then, t with runni . getting the crops 
to market, dealing with the various armies that have 


og ie the Valley here, I—" 
“That will be over soon, I promise you. Things will 
go back to how they were,” 

There was a new grim sort of stubbornness in his 
voice and Leanna fell silent, only flinging him a ~~ 
startled glance. Go back? How could they? Even if 
South won, the war had happened. It had changed 

ings, changed her, irrevocably 

, it’s been a long day. Why don't you dress for 
bed, Leanna? I'm half asleep just sitting here.” 

Confusion rose. The part of it that felt like relief 
shamed her for its rising, but she said nothing, only 
nodded and obeyed, keeping her back to him awk- 
wardly as she undressed. That at least was postponed 
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then. It would have been hard if he had asked for her; 
repellent after she'd been in Chase's arms only a couple 
hours earlier, to give to her husband what she had so 
then to give to her beloved Yankee. 
night, Stewart. I'm glad you're home.” Guilt 
forced the words and her heart ached in renewed confu- 
sion at the pleasure she saw in Stewart's blue eyes, 

“Good might, then.” 

He smiled once more, drowsily, and was asleep a 
moment later. But it was hours later before Leanna 
could get to sleep. Almost against her will, she'd found 

listening for Chase's familiar boot steps in the 
hall. They never came. Wherever he was, the pain was 
great to permit him sleep. 


“Yes, I fought at Fredricksburg. It was a Saturda 
morning, early. Cold, I remember. Cold and foggy.” 

“And Chancellorsville? In May?" Stewart smiled 
faintly, a humorless smile, a chal . Leanna felt it 
instantly, glanced up at him and then at Chase. They 
had daly sat ran dinner moments before. It was 
starting already. She'd tried to get Stewart to agree to 
eat in their rooms with her, but he’d refused. Now she 
saw why. Chase's eyes darkened from golden amber to 
deeper brown, but he held Stewart's gaze steadily. They 
were fencing—only with words instead of swords. An 
unholy competition, Leanna felt the muscles of her 


stomach Se to tense painfully. : 
ville. © Chaise doed’ Con Sark tao 

slowly, then nodded. “Dowdall’s Tavern, by the Wilder- 
ness Church, in the woods. . .” 

“We defeated you there, too.” 

“We were outnumbered. Most of our cavalry was off 
South with General Stoneman.” 

“Your army lost seventeen thousand men, Major. 
Outnumbering our infantry two to one.” 

“Our cane redeemed itself in June at Brandy 
Station.” 
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“And March of '63, at Kelly's Ford? Did you get any 
of the coffee we left for General Fitz Lee that night? In 
his camp?” 

Stewart flushed faintly, but managed'a nod. “One for 
ee 

Leanna sat ne inca Pa etd tate es 
She'd given Stewart seat, thinking to avoid any 
confrontation between him and Chase over the other 
head chair. cn er i ger Paterno Neither man 
was even making a pretense an . They 

‘apa cenien oid bean ae 


were staring at one the of 
the linen-and-crystal-set table. mi 

“But that was Fitz Lee, not Jeb Stuart,” Stewart 
amended with a faint smile. 


oa ——— army, — ma 
by same country, ought you were going to 
say. That is wh yeuive fghsing. sit it? To ae the 
iiicriery of the gloricten ones? 

“Gentlemen, please . . .” 

Stewart only s to Leanna’s plea, still smiling 
faintly as he glanced down to take a forkful of perfectly 
done roast pork. Leanna risked a single, beseeching 
— toward Chase. This was the she'd seen 
im all day. He had taken a patrol out last night. 
Deliberately? 

“Yes. That's why I'm fighting.” Chase's deep voice 
was softer, more controlled. Leanna risked another, split- 

at his face. Tension flickered the 
hard edge of his mouth, but he said no more. She 
with a deep, aching anguish how hard it must be for 
him, sitting here, unable to object to Stewart's claim to 
the woman he loved, but he had heard her plea. Unlike 
her husband, he would try, for her sake. 

“What was it your President Lincoln called it this 
fall? At Gettysburg? A government of the people, by 
the , and so on so forth.” 

said nothing, staring at his food, eating as if 


“| assume you were in the fighting at Gettysburg, 
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despera’ 

to break the Federal ca to attack the 

Se pe een 

el. I didn't enjoy it. Did you?” ¢ looked up at 
cee T aise Seemects coud cone. 

“I don't usually enjoy getting defeated, Major. | pre- 


Chase realized suddenly the point of the conversation. 
Stewart had sensed Leanna's lack of enmity toward 
him, toward the occupying Yankee troops. There was a 
reason he was driving home how many times they'd 
clashed, stirring her deeply cherished Confederate 
conscience. Oh Lea, he thought bitterly. Damn him. 
Damn this war. 

“No, Colonel, I didn't enjoy that either. . . . By the 
mice Hig anor oP » it was July Sth. We 


around so we had to ride over them. The horses 
made crunching sounds, and clouds of black flies 
rose up at the disturbance of their feast. We leaned over 


our saddles, most of us, and threw up as we rode. No, 1 


didn’t enjoy it, | don’t enjoy any aspect of war.” Chase 
laid his x oat on oe with a soft clink. 





“I'm sorry, Leanna,” Stewart's voice was faintly angry. 
“] had no idea he would tell such a disgusting story 
with a lady present.” 

‘laa germ i Tragic, I would have said. Terrible.” 
Leanna not meet the eyes she felt on her. She 
stared sickly at her plate i , closing her eyes briefly. 
She suddenly longed to hold Chase, to kiss all that 
co gi Sabet If she were only free! “He’s never spoken 
of it like that before. You goaded him into it.” 

“A gentleman would never—”" 

“Is it like that really, Stewart? Is it as horrible as he 
says?” There were tears unshed but gleaming in her 
violet eyes as she raised them to meet her husband's. 

Stewart seemed startled, then looked away, shrugging. 
“It can be sometimes.” 

“How do you keep from going mad?” 

“You don’t care after a while. You learn not to care 
about anything but your own survival, I guess. Or 
maybe you don’t. Maybe we all do go a little insane 
.. .” He looked at her suddenly, a strange look, almost 
bewildered. 

He needs me, Leanna realized with a shock. I knew 
Chase did, in his way, but Stewart does too, maybe 
more. Because Stewart is liable to lose everything else 
that’s important to him, while Chase, with a secure 
home, fortune, fiancée. . . . She forced a smile to cover 
the anguish of her thoughts. “It’s all right, Stewart. 
Let’s not talk anymore of it just now.” 

He returned her smile and reached unexpectedly for 
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Chapter Thirteen 





Joshua concealed his astonishment over the young officer's 
quick ress. Only a few days had . It was the 
evening the secohd of April and y Penley was 
balancing account books like a veteran. Joshua thought 
that had a stroke of genius, assigning the long held 
Southern deposits to him—an extra to balance the 


met an untimely end. Who would be more diligent in 
A ipei poe Te eee cae} 

e smiled smugly, glancing over oung man’s 
Sat 0 the ook ce tc mate Derhapsr is yeinig ial 
had his uses, after all. 

“Ten o'clock, already, Penley. You've put in more 
than a fair day's work. Quit now.” 

Jonathon nodded, finishing a last calculation before 

ing the ledger. What a mess. Why didn’t those two 
last come out right? Joshua Courtland would 
hardly assign accounts to him if he were embezzli 
from them. The must be bth: 4 “Yes, I'll fini 
itt 


man. Up to now he had barely spoken. “Thank you. 
Perhaps another time.” 

“Oh, don’t be stubborn. Yankee brandy swallows the 
ne s eye and 
studied him a moment. Fair, he decided. Maybe just a 
touch more than fair. He had to admit the young man 
had an intuitive grasp of the banking business. Not that 
he'd intended to involve the Virginian in that. At least, 
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self idering. Why - 
Josh Jr. dead Chase away in the Federal ca . he 
ar pherara apaiag rg a i ca yay Couleree 
were capable, which he seemed—surprisingly—to be. 
And, he reminded himself heavily, he were trust- 


. It was an t thing to say and he knew it, 
but he could onl Sealkint op secs | 
North, he'd swallowed sheet his limit. soars ae 

¢ his hospitali pea t he’ it 

ingly. That much be? made clear. 

Pretty to avoid each other when we're ee 
the same house and working at the same place.” Joshua 
raised one gray brow. “I know I did say that once, but I 
was a bit mi alread wiping gore 
was on my mind. Cranky, you might say, Old men like 
me get cranky, sometimes. Young men like you don’t 


u ; 

Despite himself, Jonathon smiled faintly, and hesi- 
tated on his way out the door, Cranky was an honest 
name for it, he t. ag compen a as mei 


“One thing especially, | confess, has aroused my 
curiosity about you,” Joshua moved to hand the young 
man a cigar, not giving him a second opportunity to 
refuse it, nor wanting to leave him in a position 
he had to ask. He didn't think he would do that, and 
lighting up his own while the Confederate stood there 
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fonutlion allowed a small, very dry smile, to touch his 
mouth. “We Southerners aren't quite the idiots we're 
reputed to be. We have banks and businesses, too. Even 
running a -sized plantation is quite similar to run- 


son? Or have you Southerners 
one without that?” 

Jonathon’s smile faded, but he turned to 
match. He would have liked to have refused 
cheroot. He almost had. But it had been near! 
now since he'd last enjoyed one, and what 

could be served by a rude refusal of this emi- 
nently civilized old man’s tobacco? 


t. FF 


Penley’s hand was shaking slightly. Well ... tough 
position to be in. The thought occurred to him as a 


rather and not according to various bigotries. The 
suspicion he hadn't offered the young here the 
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“I’m sure it’s no secret to you that this damn war has 
was eng rgee ey Sees You Rebels have taken 
me—one 


see how you're doing with what you've already got. 
Jonathon nodded slowly, thinking the old man was 
ing to offer a concession, ma inking he proba- 


y ought to say thank you for it, at least for the effort 
that so obviously lay behind it. But, damn it, he was 
is sort of work. He could more than carry his 
ir load if Courtland wanted to give it to 
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he'd been doing up to now. He tried to 
the two though - ig diosa pee ama ‘ 
cigar, Mir. ” 
oshua nodded once, and then again, mostly to hide a 
'fike the boy | 
ike the boy had never 


| 


seas shrugged, but not unkindly. “Chase was never 
much at corresponding. The last letter was barely a 
note.” He paused a moment, wondering how much 


he'd read between the lines of the last few letters, that 

Chase had fallen in love with the Rebel’s sister. His 

moe sister. “ —— well evidently. He didn’t 
any more news. 

“One thing puzzles me, if | may ask,” Joshua turned 
to offer the y. “I understand Blytheswood is the 
original core plantation in the Valley. Why then did 
y 


our sister that one and you the other?” 
“Cool Spring, stg sa HE ss ncaa 
taken off . But the Ya were more ou 


with things than the Southerners. He'd noticed to 
his shock before. “Well, it was my doing, in a way. I 
a are about it before he 
ied. Leanna has always been deeply attached to the 
place, far more so than I. We used to spend most of the 
year in Richmond, move to the Valley in the summer. I 
preferred the city, but Leanna always lived and died to 
liga to Blytheswood. I don’t know why, really. I 

a grandmother a bit like Lea, though. Even in 
Richmond, in one back corner of the formal gardens 
everyone had to have, you'd always find her growing 
tomatoes or watermelons . . ." Jonathon was unaware of 
his smile as he said it, remembering her well. Feisty, 
beautiful even at sixty . . . thoroughly eccentric. “Maybe 
Lea takes after Grandmother Douglas. Crazy for the 


country. 

“Sounds too much like my son,” Joshua grunted. 
“Something he'll have to get over now his brether’s 
gone. He'll have to be here running the bank.” 

There seemed little else to say suddenly. An old 
Yankee, a young Rebel. Jonathon hurried his brandy 
and nodded once more. “I'll go up now if it’s all right. I 
have a lot of things to do tomorrow.” 

Joshua nodded absently, as Jonathon left. The conver- 
oe peed ioe: reawakening an old, but still 
unanswered question as he climbed the stairs and started 
down the hallway. What was Chase Courtland’s interest 
in the Penleys, anyway? Not Whitney, obviously. Leanna 
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was i happily, too, from all he'd heard. 
esc hadn't been home very often, true. 

“ >” 

e checked his step, startled, turning. “Oh, Lady 
raemege. “el She was dressed only in a sheer, 
green dressing gown and the ni of her breasts 
showed clearly through the light fabric. He averted his 
eyes hastily—but not before a surge of desire tingled in 
his loins. He could feel himself hardening in his trousers, 
and frowned at himself, embarrassed. “I was on my 
way to my room. BEB win 203 

Don't be sorry,” Elinor smiled, glancing back to 
check the stairs for her father before continuing. “My 
husband's not here with me, you know. I get bored at 
os lonely. Don’t you?” 

desire hotter. He swallowed and i 
the rising urge of his body. Could she mean the 
invitation he thought she meant? “Lady Bennington, 
I'm a. . . guest in your home, I hardly . . .” 

“Are you made of ice, Major? | hadn't guessed so.” 
Elinor forward, raising her hands to rest on his 
shoulders. A cloud of heavy, intoxicating perfume wafted 
from her, Jonathon breathed once of it and began to feel 
the tingling in his loins heighten to a demanding throb. 
He closed his eyes and forced himself away from her, 
ps time, = ps, then.” aed let eva y 

reaching one out to run her wistfull 
po the front of his starched white shirt’ She poe 
ued down to the buckle of his belt, smiling a little wider 
as her eyes noted the physical reaction he couldn't hide. 


, a small of his brain prompted. But even 
siiledr War'ded of she oaks the would be 
too far along with child to—share his bed. 
“Good night, then, Major Penley. Until another time.” 
Elinor was gone in an instant. Only the thick, sweet 
smell of her perfume lingered. Then it, too, was gone. 
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— © bury himself inside her. Remember 
when 





ie 


Jonathon forced a deep»breath and hurried for his own 
ext: : ily, ily. 


Leanna sat alone at the dining room table, her back to 
the warm ing sun that in through the bay 
windows. It caught in the crystals of the chandelier 
Sipe eg 

roses 0 3 ina 
Sidortel dance. She wanind ine eoghdteny she 
finished her coffee. Boot steps sounded out in the fo 
and she turned, surprised to find Chase rather than 
husband coming into the room. “Morning, Major.” She 
offered a smile more gentle than she could allow words 
to be, cocking her head to one side to study him as he 
paused in the doorway. He smiled faintly in return, but * 
raised one hand to his head, shielding his eyes from the 
overbright sunlight that streamed the white 
chintz curtains. 

“Too much brandy last night?” She rose to her feet as 
she spoke, meaning to call Jewel in. Since Stewart's 
return, and by his command, Blytheswood was once 
more being run according to prewar rules. Married 
women did not share even a breakfast table with an- 
other man unless chaperoned. Especially not a Yankee. 

“If it’s any consolation, I believe my husband is in 
worse shape. He isn’t downstairs yet.” She noted the 
faint, grim smile that touched Chase's mouth as she 
turned to call for Jewel. She'd been right then. When 
the second brandy had been poured in the parlor last 
night, she’d seen the ever- t tension between the 
two men flare again. She’ the evening would 
turn into a drinking duel. iously it had. “Jewel, 
Major Courtland is down for breakfast. Would you 
come in, please?” 

“How's a body to be in two places at once all day 

> 


Leanna could hear her grumbling as she waddled out, 
dough sticking still to her fingers. Jewel looked at the 
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then was forever on her memory, shaming her— 
ing Jewel, too, she thought. As if it were somehow 

\ Seo. be breakfasts while I'se playing cha 
, se playi perone 
to you two, and knowing all too well, they both needs 
“Never mind, then,” Leanna interrupted. Her face 
flamed, but defiance flashed along with the guilt in her 
= “I'll make Major Courtland's breakfast myself.” 
turned in an abrupt motion, glancing once more, 
almost apologetically, toward where Chase was sitting. 
He didn't catch her glance. He was holding his head 
wearily in one hand, and she ignored Jewel to touch his 
shoulder gently ss she paseed, suddenly yx amc a 


drinking had been to keep Stewart downstairs, away 


“* 


few days? 
Oe “Oh, Leanna. . .” 

Stewart's voice sounded from the doorway and she 
turned with a guilty start. Good God! Had Stewart 
seen her hand on Chase's shoulder? 

“Have | missed breakfast?” 

3 BY about three hours,” Jewel answered before Leanna 
could, making no effort at tact. Leanna cringed, sensing 
trouble from a new quarter before Stewart even replied. 

“I won't tolerate your uppitiness this morning, Jewel. 
You're to show respect to your masters—or else.’ 

ie, pide Stewart, please. Remember, Jewel is not 
a slave. 

“Whar's the difference? Go make my breakfast.” Stew- 
art scowled as he took a seat, he too. turning his head 
back against the sunlight. 

“Major Courtland’s, too, Jewel, if you don’t mind.” 
Leanna spoke softly, her gaze beseeching the woman to 
argue no more. Men with hangovers tended to have 
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little patience, and with emotional tension already seeth- 
ing just below the surface, if a shouting match between 
Stewart and Jewel mi. 

“I don't need .” Chase began to rise to his 


feet. 
“Hush and sit down,” Leanna’s voice had more of an 
e to it than she'd expected and she colored faintly, 
ote, dager dpe “And you should eat, too, 
Look at what a gorgeous day it is outside. The 
ean? 
ee eee es: Major?” Stewart interrupted 
si puzzled at the her 
saben gave her as he bs 
“Or the next day. Whenever we the urge.” 
Leanna began to frown uneasily, trying to catch 
Stewart's eye. Mosby again? Would chey toy sapien: an 
ambush if they could find out enough information? She 
flushed sudden! eh remembering it was she who had told 
Stewart April fifth, never dreaming then that it might 
iictos ou he shouldn't know. 
ene Major, how long a trip is . . .” 
Stewart, please,” she interrupted nervously, noting 
- aly aap frown on his face. “Don't spoil such a lovely 
Areeag ger orened 
ewart's re suddenly, but then he 
nodded, “Very true, . Forgive 
me, Major. te is a om dey. isn't it? If this darn leg 
were more healed, I'd offer to take you riding, dear.” 
“Riding?” Leanna was startled. Ever since he had 
come Rone to find her out walking with the Yankee 
officer, Stewart had been decidedly unpleasant whenever 
Chase “ryt around. Suddenly, lo nened 
different. Ready to forgive eae forget . She 
smiled back warily. “ ea be ke tewart. 


“Breakfast here.” ewel’s face was impassive as she set 
the dishes on the table. “You can help yourselves. I got 
kitchen work to do.” 

Chase was silent, taking some food and passing the 
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sound of the men eating. From na, there wasn't a 
sound of any kind 
s if your wife is truly that anxious to ride, | 


have a few free later this afternoon. I'd be glad to 

teak fat hey hear lift in hope, trying desperatel 
na in , tryi rate 

ee Mates Severe old oly.” 4 

“Not oe oe afraid, vert tae steer 
shrugged disapprovingly. “You forget you're in : 
We're very careful a4 our tess g ten 

“I didn’t mean alone. I'll detail some troopers to go 
with us.” 

Leanna dared to raise her eyes, stealing a glance at 
Chase. It startled her to see the intensity on his face as 
he watched her husband. Suspicious, she realized 
instantly. As well he should be. But if they could only 
have a few more precious moments together, what harm 
could it do? 

“That sounds reasonable. You may go if you'd like, 
Leanna.” 

She was careful to control her smile, murmuring her 
thanks in a soft voice. The rest of the meal passed with 


surprising pleasantness. 

With him, even silences were sweet, Leanna found 
herself thinking as they rode side by side the 
sun-dappled forest land. The horses’ hooves soft 
plopping sounds in the April mud, birds chirped and 
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made rustling noises among the budding branches 
overhead. She kept her eyes on Chase most of the time, 
terribly aware of the passing of minutes that now could 
never be replaced. strain of the past two da 
se agg waite ads ae pe 
expressionless ‘d met » his mouth un- 
smiling. How different from their rides t before 
Stewart had arrived home, when they been so 
sa iN poconbenlep gia She glanced back at the 
detail of troopers that with » decidi 
were far enough away to risk speaking openly. tMeve, 
still leaving the day after tomorrow, Chase? 

He gave’ her a strange look, shrugging. “Yes. Is that 
what you were supposed to find out? 

Leanna drew her reins in in surprise. “What?” 

“It was very obvious, the scene at breakfast. You 
casually mention how you'd like to go riding, I offer to 
accompany you and your husba without a 
moment's pause..Strange, don’t you think, for a man 
who hasn't let you out of his sight for the past two 


da ially near me—to suddenly be so acquiescent.” 
pos baboon cmaiinien: someine ac ten 
slow, disbelieving anger gradually ing her face. 


She felt her li in to tremble and didn’t risk a : 
only turned he noes head back toward Biytheswood 
main house. “You needn't accompany me then, Major. I 
can find my own way back.” She ignored the sting of 
tears and put her horse into a canter, a rec 
gait in these thick woods, with tree roots, exposed out- 
croppings of moss-slicked rock, low-hanging branches. 
She become an enemy again, She'd seen it in his 
ey 


es. 
Chase was slow to follow her, partly because he was 
not sure if he should. A sudden movement along a tree 
sehen ga his eye and he grabbed for his rifle, calling 
a warning to Leanna. His cry was drowned out 
a sudden feral growl above her. She looked up in 
and had the split-second impression of somedhs 
hurtling down from a tree bough overhead. Chaacmomel 
as it hit into her with a stunning thud, knocking her 
197 


2 
z 
: 
E 
‘ 
4 


The mountain lion turned in midair with a vicious 
snarl, snapping at the air. Another shot sounded as she 
hit the ground, her fll cushioned by the spring growth 
of new-leaved sapli For a moment, she lay dazed, 
choking for the breath the fall had knocked out of her, 
rolling slowly to a stop. As she lifted her head, the 
ceerarenres sok mick ie ese ee ey ee ee 
her face. She screamed and scrambled before 
pushed to , Staring wide-eyed at the sti 
ewitching predator. 
“You're all right, Leanna?” He arrived at a gallop and 
or eo aera ei 
u t as to 
ok ap mesa It was dead, and he realized 


“There's no game.” 
“The hell there isn’t.” 
“Damn you, Chase, how can you be so sure and be so 


“I've lived with this for three years now! I've 


good at war—good at killing.” His eyes were bitter, 
mocking his own words. “Wonderful quality, isn't it? 


develop a gut instinct of when something smells, Leanna. 
And this smelis—to the heavens!” 

“But you must trust me, Chase, or you wouldn't have 
come.” 

“Trust you?” His eyes touched hers briefly, anger 
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the chance to prove to myself you t love me as 
Saheb Peateuntentovs-ooe: Teateon tell me what 
it is he's up to.” 


and she reached for his arm. It felt like a knife had 
turned in her heart at the bitterness of his words. “I do 
love you! How can I tell you something | don't know?” 

is eyes swung to meet hers, searching their violet 


“And your husband’s approval?” 

Her confidence faltered and she d her 
uneasily. “I don't know. I guess I've tried not to thi 
about it.” She took a deep breath, forcing her eyes up to 
meet his. “You're right not to trust him, Chase. Don't 
trust me, either. Not entirely. Don’t tell me anything 
you wouldn't want to read in the newspaper.” 

A faint smile flickered on his mouth and 
reached up to touch his arm. “As for this morning—the 
riding . . . maybe I'm a fool, but I can’t really believe 
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he'd use me this way, Chase. He loves me ir his 


own 
ica, ¥ biting ex ines 4 9 Seah y. As 
iready turning 


as obey all the rules.” He was al turni 
pe teasing Soar hear ibicnldior er'the soldiers 
were ust ow caching He glanced back at the dead 


lion, gesturing the troopers toward it to explain the 
Leanna had been him with a look 
qrurdak oumeves words. the rules? 


“I hate to say this, but we've got to get back, Leanna. 
I don’t dare leave Blytheswood very long now with 


husband roaming around free, knowing he’s up to 
Something and nor king what.” - : 
She nodded, dari er alys tees eeichocl ont ahit-an 
his. “I love you, . That's all | wanted to say 


anyway. 
tT love you, too, Lea. God help me, but I could 


tever his eyes held she couldn’t tell. And only pain 
showed on his handsome, sun-darkened face. 
“Here, Leanna. I'll help you up.” 
It was over. She realized that with a sudden terrible 
pain. They would not have another chance like this to 
/ In a day or two, Chase would be gone 
riding out of her life and back into the war. All that 
would remain for her at Blytheswood was a memory 
that would grow ever dimmer over the years. She 
forward, only nodding because she couldn't trust 
acon Mao deresiaheeear tad ag tole ager 
cele cing, genmbaegtiee ate A 
beaut i lay just ahead. The soldiers with 
wpm of too close now to risk their 
Dine netsd oui o-dulk'oatee cd ena 
as Tact wens dame ch eee Thaeot hana tater 
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with an obvious leer as he rode past and she flushed, 


ew har is 3" 


lare, frowning as he 
“Not really. Nothing worth mentioning.” 
“You should have told me, Lea. I could have disci- 
plined him for it. Now that we're leaving in another 


day, 1...” 
Shots rang out with the suddenness of summer 
thunder. Leanna’s mare half reared in and she 


already, ing back toward the trees for cover. One, 
mounted, whi to ride for aid. Two of the five re- 


the loud rustle of horses running in the knee-high grass. 
She didn’t move, too utterly stunned to react even if 
she'd heard him. He spurred his horse forward, leaning 
out to grab for her, hauling her out of her saddle 
anager to. erie 

Nf st aencieaanmeaie a ernie 


faced, frightened. Then her brai 
and she whirled on her heel, faked 


no longer conscious of the bullets the danger. A 
terrible fear overwhelmed else, her mind 
contained only one thought. God no! Don't take him 
me. 
“Chase!” He was still as death; blood covered his left 
shoulder in a widening circle. She tore at the buttons of 
his uniform, i th as her fum- 
bled with a i endless number of She 
ripped the last few with the of tion, 


“Leanna! Get back to jour horse. They'll be back in 
force and we have to be 

She lifted her head and stared. Stewart. Here in the 
woods? How? Why? He was supposed to be back at 


gi whew 
didn’t you hear me?” He loomed suddenly 
h  aheve ber reaching down to grab her shoulder, 
her. “Hurry now. 
“But, but I can't . 
“Pll check these saddlebags. ” Stewart dismounted, 


felt mouth open, all the blood 
See anes 


silence. Four dark-blue bodies lay amid a mocking gai- 

ety of wildflowers, Chase had been right. Stewart had 

used her in some ghastly plan, and assumed, when he 

found her searching Chase's pocket, she was as much a 
las he was. 

“No, I'll search him.” Her voice was remarkably 
cool, and even while astonished at it, she congratulated 
herself. “I'll only be a minute.” 

“But, the way you are with blood . . .” 

“I'll manage,” she replied curtly, bending back to 
make a show of a search. He stood watching a moment 
more. Leanna felt his eyes on her, felt it when he 
turned away. She saw hand, saw scarlet blood 
drying to a reddish brown, and shuddered helplessly, 
c 


ing her eyes against a dangerous dizziness. Please 
oo, Preah de Be gee must be bad or he would be 
conscious, If I can’t stop the bleeding, he'll die before 
the others get back with help. Spider webs. Doc Lacey 
had mentioned using them to staunch a wound. That 
would take much more time than she had. Stewart 
would be done in a minute. Only wildflowers and grass 
lay around her. A piece of her petticoat, then, and to 
hell with propriety! If she could rip it in time, without 
the others noticing. . . . 
The Confederacy’s poverty worked to her advantage, 


she thought bitterly, as the overworn cotton fabric ri 
: hand. bas and vested 


easily in her She wadded it 
beneath the blood-soaked jacket to it to his shoulder. 
The blood felt warmer, wettest Thank God she 


nothing. Pray God, good enough. Chase, I didn't know. 
Will you ever erage now? I swear I didn’t know 


i her long riding skirt up in one hand and reached 
her mare’s reins. What was Stewart going to do 

now? He couldn't be going back to BI ; 
“I'm sorry, Leanna." She was startled to feel Stewart's 


“They're coming!” 

A half-dozen men instantly ran for their horses. Stew- 
art literally Leanna into her saddle, then turned 
to run 


Joshua looked up, absently. “Just a moment. I've 
here to finish,” $e 


some 
“It’s from my wife in Washington. She won't be 
sasciir en somecnions ier, He swallowed against a 
sick feeling, steeling himself for a blow. “It’s your son, 
sir. He's been wounded.” He reached out to over 
the telegram. Joshua paled and seemed to gasp for breath. 
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His hand, when it moved, reached not for the telegram 
but for his heart where redoubled pains had begun to 


grip it. “ 
Brandy . . .” he managed to grunt. 

Jonathon's hands were shaking ashe bbed the 
crystal decanter and poured a stiff drink. Oh God, don’t 
die, don’t make me a murderer, too. Leanna, my sweet 
and lovely sister, what have you been brought to?” 

“Here, Mr. Courtland.” He held the to the 
man’s mouth and tipped it, spilling a little in his haste. 
“Steady now. Your son’s not in any danger.” He ac- 
cused himself in an agony of remorse. stupid, 
Jonathon. Telling him as he had—so bluntly! A man of 
Courtland’s age. “He's in Washington, that's all. Doc 
Lacey's treating him for a shoulder wound, that's why it 
Will be’ few days before hie cen ing Whitney . . . 

“Let me see it.” Joshua lifted his hand to push the 
brandy in the young man’s hand away, drawing a few 
deep eceths befure looking for the tel . They 
were easing now, the pains. .. . He cl his eyes in 

teful prayer, drawing a deep breath. Thank you, God, 

a little more time. The telegram lay fallen on his 
desk and he fumbled with his spectacles to be able 
to read it. 


DEAR JONATHON STOP MAJOR COURTLAND WOUNDED 
IN GUERRILLA ACTION NEAR BLYTHESWOOD ON APRIL 
THIRD STOP LEFT SHOULDER NOT SERIOUS STOP 
DOC LACEY TREATING SO WILL DELAY OUR ARRIVAL 
PHILADELPHIA STOP SOME QUESTION LEANNA IN- 
VOLVED IN ACTION STOP COLONEL LEIGHTON APPAR- 
ENTLY OPERATING NOW AS INDEPENDENT PARTISAN— 
SPY? WANTED AS SUCH BY FEDERAL AUTHORITIES STOP 
AWAIT RESPONSE WHAT TO DO NOW STOP WHITNEY. 


The pains eased further and Joshua raised his eyes to 
the young Rebel’s face. It was pale and closed tight, his 
eyes staring at the carpet design. “Wire her to come as 
soon as Doc Lacey can spare the time.” 

Jonathon shook his head, a tight, angry gesture. “We 
can't presume on you any longer, sir, not now.” 
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a i or se pe p pecan difficult wy 

e don't j ‘ou by w sister may have done. 

As we hope you a I Blow Oh 
: judge us.’ Tae 

Pete Dust dic: shor Comision cow accncbsow ataoun the 

other evening? 

“Chase is all right. That's the important thing to me. 


unfair judgment.” | 
Jonathon a nod then, nning to turn 
away. His hands were ing badly. He put them in 


ua lifted one brow in resignation, just nodding. 

he changed his mind, catching the young man at 

the door. “Penley, what you just saw—I mean, my 
ysical infirmities—I much appreciate it if you'd 


joa ited one brow in eatin, ost 


completely honest with you. I have had several attacks 
of this sort. | know from my own father what 


You might as well know because you may have to deal 
with several more such incidents with me, But my son 
doesn’t know, nor my daughter. 

“Nor,” he managed a wry smile, “the directors of the 
strange yk pk Trang ep beietn 4 codec 
ae ee “peed eta ayo 
cret to name. anyone else. ym itality by 
keeping my secret, . Mr. Penley. ‘Passes 52d 
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me. The King King Hos os he wep ae grin eee Than 
ins and those who turned the to a tune 
their own, of the misery they caused. 


“Important to a many people,” he finished softly. 
deere Pah could ever imagine.” 
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Chapter Fourteen 





“Jewel sent this along from Blytheswood.” A 
ee ere 
to up a o 
worn cotton cloth. It bese: washed, but the, dork 
in of Chase's blood still marked it. “Apparently, she 
it off your shoulder when she first your 
. It looks like a piece of woman's petticoat to me. 
me she meant it as some sort of message.” 
reached for it with his right hand. His left 
a muslin sling still to ease his shoulder. He 
his weight on the narrow hospital cot and wished 
felt a little clearer. If Jewel had taken the 
ble to send it on, it could belong to only one person. 
“Leanna’s?” 
Chase frowned, setting it aside. “I imagine so.” 
“Seems rather illogi for a woman who sets a trap to 


¥8 


Hell 


R dei set it.” 

Lacey paused at that, turning to face Chase and 
raising one brow in slow surprise. “You think she didn't?” 
He studied his friend a moment, considering. “I gather, 
then, that you're in love with her still.” 

“I gather you think I shouldn't be.” 

“For God's sake, Chase, she's married, she's Confeder- . 
ate—she may well have just tried to murder you! 
Not to mention the fact that you do have a fiancée 
at this very hospital who's as fine a woman as any I've 
on You seem to have trouble even remember- 
; 7 
Tipeer fied tabi voler: but Chase didn't seem to 
notice. Between loss of blood, the concussion, and the 
lingering effects of the morphine, his head was pound- 
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effort of trying to think. What if Doc were right? He 
usually was Wik e 


wanted to believe, thinking with his heart and not his 
head? Christ, it wasn't as it Leanna hadn't betrayed him 
once already—and that time beyond any shadow of a 
doubt. As clear as yesterday, he could remember reach- 
ing down for her in the December snow, watching the 
book er out from beneath her cloak. And if Doc were 
right? He could forgive her, somehow, for trying to kill 
him. But for those four of his men that he'd buried, if 
she’d acquiesced to their murder, he couldn't. 

“Chase, at least admit that the evidence shows—” 

“Damn the evidence! She wasn’t involved!” 

“Chase, for Christ's sake, everything I've heard says 
actin a do a lot of things for the Confederacy 

- na might do a ings for t ; 
but not that! You knew her, Jaen it!” 

Chase fell suddenly silent. Doc Lacey saw Chase’s 
eyes shift from his face to the doorway beyond, saw his 
expression change, and quickly carat , Susan, it’s 
’ ler smile was rather obviously forced, and she moved 
slowly, hesitantly, into the room. “I have the feeli 


I'm interrupting an t. You must be feeling muc 
better, Chase, to risk talking back to your doctor. | 
hope you'll be better humored with your nurse.” She 
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laid her hand briefly on Chase's good shoulder, avoiding 
Doc ern Asta What's the lem?” 
Chase hesi a moment, shrugged, gesturi 
ore to the bed. “Maybe I'm just y to get out 
Fle goo Phen. pe maviag Sepadeeptied out of this 
bed if you'd stayed longer in one at Blytheswood.” 
was irritated by Susan's affectionate re 
and y at himself for it. Later, he reminded him- 
self. “They would settle later what Susan's position 
would be. He turned away with a frown, unnecessarily 
curt, “Twenty-four hours? Was your schedule all that 
im if 
ite the cloud of pain, Chase’s sharpened. 
“Yes, it was. Should I have risked ouning the whole 
battalion ambushed?” 
“Well, you've about ten days before you're cary 
to to General Sherman in Tennessee. to 
most of that time convalescing either here in the 
hospital or at my .” He started out, not looki 
around. “I'll be later. | have other patients to 


on. 

Chase watched him out, conscious of Susan's hand 

lying lightly still on his shoulder. Was it only the damn 
ine, or was something really wrong here? Roger 
snapping at him, Susan obviously strained. 

- t mind Roger—I mean, Doctor Lacey.” Susan 
blushed at her slip of the tongue and hurried on to 
cover it. “He's mad at you for pushing yourself so, 
Chase. That shoulder was bad enough, but you whacked 
your head, too, when you fell. I could still feel the lump 
three Facing Silence ee: vocigia Chase 
was ing at the door where had exited. 

She glanced uneasily at the ring Chase had put on her 
finger and forced herself on. , last mght when 
you arrived, you were feverish so | stayed up with you. 
Chase, who is Leanna? You said her name over and 
over again, but | couldn't understand what else you 


were saying.” 
ar S cece liek dave alah ae for a moment, Chase 
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ngage ae. i He gerne’ sie: Oe 
to , 


Her eyes were her face pale. “She's 
Whitney's sister-in-law.” 
“Oh, Mrs. Leighton.” Relief and despair mi ina 


jumble of emotion. Susan forced a little smile. “Oh, 
. Of course. She was with you when you were shot. 
t makes sense now.” How could she explain to him 
what she had thought—hoped, maybe—about the gen- 
tle way he'd murmured her name. 

“Susan, I—" Chase started, then ay ea 
away, shaking his head. “Oh, never mind.” His 
was throbbing again badly, Too badly to tackle that 
problem just now. How easy it would be to just tell her 
the truth. Tell her he'd only ever loved her like the little 
sister she'd seemed—Ben's sister, his closest friend until 
he'd died in his arms at Chancellorsville. Tell her he'd 

iven her the ring because he didn't like to sour the 
Gite teed seecs tn her eyes as the war drew only days 
away, and because there'd seemed no reason then that 
he shouldn't someday marry her. Never dreaming there'd 
be a Virginia woman named Leanna Leighton who'd 
complicate things so greatly. 

“You must be tired, Chase. I'll go.” 

He opened his eyes with a start. He hadn't remem- 
bered she was still there, he didn’t remember closing his 
eyes. “Sorry, Susan, I didn’t mean—” 

“It’s all right, Chase.” She squeezed his shoulder 
gently as she rose to go. “It’s the laudanum. It does 
that.” 

He was tired suddenly. No, weary. Why couldn't life 
ever be simple? The woman he had, he didn’t want. 
The one he wanted, he couldn't have. Did you know, 
Leanna? he asked himself. Did you know he was going 
to try to kill us all? Susan left and he closed his eyes to 
the vivid, unsettling dream of the opiate painkiller. In 
every one of them, there was a beautiful woman with 
violet eyes. 


“Chase,” Joshua smiled in the bright morning sunlight, 
rising to offer his hand to the tall young officer-just 
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walking in the door of Doc Lacey’s Washington apartment. 
“Glad you finally made it back. It’s good to see you, 


moment, nei needed words to speak 

war, they had remained close. “I didn't know you were 

coming down to Washington. | would have met your 
— 


“I didn’t want you to trouble yourself—better you 
should enjoy what few hours you get off from this 
damn war. Besides, trains are unreliable these days. | 
just took soot 

“When did you get in?” 

“Last ni 1 e 

Chase faintly, his smile turning rueful. “Oh. 
Then you should have wired ahead. | was—" 

“No apology needed. A young man—long war. | 
quite understand. Celebrating your release the 
ital, | was pleased, really, to find you so well 
recovered.” 

“The wound wasn't all that serious.” 

“Thank God. It could have been.” Joshua paused a 
moment, then cyed his son intently as he continued. 
“Chase, the reason I came to Washington, aside from 
ern | you, of course, was to find out what happened 

'y. Down in Virginia. Do you mind telling me?” 
He could see his son's smile freeze before Chase turned 
a half step away. 

“A guerrilla ambush. But we're not sure—” 

“Not the newspaper account—yours. I could have 
stayed home and read the war reports, otherwise.” 

ell, what exactly—” 

“The girl Chase, Was she involved?” Joshua's voice 
was soft, but the question deliberately blunt. He watched 
his Son's averted face and saw dark pain flash there, 
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answering the question he hadn't yet asked. He kept his 
oneness ide, he swore in silent dismay. 
yee lp eigen eaecwsy ony 7 

illed interrupti is search for mili . But 
Leanna, Mrs. rather . . .” i ee and 
turned away entirely with an abrupt gesture. “It’s done. 
I don't su it matters whether she was or not.” 

“Doesn't matter? I'm afraid | don't agree with that. It 
may have slipped your mind for the moment, but I've got 
her Confederate brother living at my house, her sister- 
in-law coming—” 

. "s been a problem for you?” 

“No. Not exactly. 1 expected him to be a liability— 
actually he’s become something of an asset. Surprised 
me, | confess, but he’s got an intuitive grasp of the 

ing business.” “ag 

“Why make changes then?” . 

“Because if his sister tried to murder you—" 

“She didn't,” Chase flung his father a single, swift 

lance. There was a warning there and a short silence 
ollowed. 

Joshua nodded once in the silence and made an effort 
to soften his voice. “Chase, what the devil is going on? 
Don't you owe me an cploatons Maybe I was readi 
more into your last few letters than I should have, but 
was guessing there was something between you and 
her. Was I wrong?” 

“What could be between us? She was married.” 

“Damn it,-Chase!” Joshua felt pains gathering and 
tried to relax, trying not to show them on his face. “I’m 
no child to be fed moral pablum! I've lived long enough 
to know ‘should’ and ‘is’ aren't always the same thing I 
want the truth! It’s what | came all the way here to 

” 

“All right. I'm in love with her! Is that what you 
wanted to hear?” 

“No, hardly what I wanted to hear! A married woman? 
A Confederate woman, no less! | suppose she’s in love 
with you, too?” 

“We didn't plan for it to happen.” 
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silence longer. Joshua tried not to be angry 
He finally at his son again and what he saw on 
his made his heart ache in redoubled ish. It 
was time he changed the subject. “Elinor’s home.” 
Chase looked up, startled 
= Sncenee Soden “I don’t know where 


ied him as ke, more the question 

than eon: And he decided his father didn't 

look well—not as well as he would have hoped to find 

him, anyway. The war was taking a toll on all the 
and 


men. 

Joshua only smiled faintly, shrugging. “You were 
always the only one of my children asked that, 
Chase, as if you meant it, anyway. Thank you for thar, 
at least.” He smiled. “I'm fine, of course. ing for- 
ward to the war's end and having you home. You're off 
now with Sherman, | hear.” 

“You hear right.” 

“Want me to pull some strings? Would you rather stay 
in Virginia?” 

Chase glanced at him, wondering if he were making 
some oblique reference to Leanna. “No, I’m happy to 
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Fencatul coummry and moe of the people are Donker 
country most are 

and such—not even involved in the . And 
“sche pel Come eagenen cans 


Chase shrugged. Grant had been ca na at 
soiree omar 


“You'll re under Kilpatrick with Sherman. Is that 
any better?” 

A faint smile curved Chase’s mouth. “The devil or 

the ror blue sea. Kilpatrick's like Custer—interested in 

big : splash to further future political careers. 

‘Kill ill Cavalry s' got his eye on governor of New Jersey, I 


“His leaflet-d nonsense—that raid on Rich- 


“Dahigren’s son was killed.” 

“Well, I've re under someone, Father,” Chase's 
smile wid ve ated “Any suggestions?” 

at Gettysburg. 

“But he’s staying under Grant.” 

“You're determined to go with Sherman, then. I give 
up. Word is he’s heading for Atlanta, did you know 
that?” 

“No. Atlanta? That's the CSA’s main railroad center 
in the deep R44 They'll put everything they've got 
into 

“Exactly ic Grace and Sherman think. But the 
CSA can't concentrate on fwo points at one time. They're 
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fered from the war. : 


Chase turned at his friend’s entrance. Damn. There it 
was again. Roger had been ill-humored all week. This 
last comment—like so many others these past few days— 


“Pye onl another day, . Come with us,” 
Chase yearn his soho ge 

“No, I won't.” eet My ath . first at 
Chase, then at himself 1. It wasn Chase's fault 
he'd fallen i in love with the eal Ctnte: “No, not just 
now.” He managed a friendlier smile, but still shook his 
head. “You go on.” 

Chase hesitated a moment, then shrugged with a 
frown, and walked toward the door. Joshua glanced at 
Se Giar Dunlds on tne teas Chests fos een as catch- 

outside on the stairs. Chase’s face was grim and 
dark and he asked no questions as he walked beside 

This had been one hell of a week, Chase was thinking. 
Roger's infernal moodiness, the question of Leanna. . 

For the first few days, laudanum had clouded his mind 

too greatly to think straight. For the last few, Leanna 

pec Rear ish gsi . His father’s reaction 

cence te him. Relieved him, ‘really. He'd expected 

¢ didn’t plan for it to happen . . .’ “No one ever 

does . . .’ That summed it up so neatly. ee 
all the pain, all the ilt, all the 

“Chase,” Joshua sequal sakicaly ch on the stairs, 

out to grasp his son’s arm. “If "s anything 
I can do to help—" 
26 
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, he thought to himself. His son was a man full 


turned wordlessly toward the bright Washington 
ine, finishing the stairs. ~ 
ide, the cherry trees were blossoming. The Poto- 
broad and silver in the sun. Workmen were 
ishing a new white marble dome on the Capital 
uilding, and carriages clattered over cobblestones and 
of wood ing as they manuevered around 
. He looked at it closely, fixing it in his mind. 
wondered where Chase would be that day long 
is coves nenlt toe selena 
now, and startle him with the knowledge 
ins had passed to hands. 
cart in front of the horse, Joshua, he told 
himself. There's a lot of fighting yet between then and 
now. And even without war, Chase needs a wife 


rik 


95 
23 


a 


AnH 
rh 
g 


fact he’d made up his mind to speak to him about her, It 
was more important than ever Chase should set a defi- 
nite date to marry the girl. 


frown. Wh 
i ttled by on the street-lamp-lit street, a dog 
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intruded on Jonathon’s consciousness. No matter how 


many times he checked the d even gone 
down to the vault personally and counted the notes 
there on deposit—they still came out The | 

showed some two hundred in frozen 
CSA assets. The actual money was more like a 


away. Who? Why? And most importantly, what to 

abdut it? Conéroct his host with the discrepancy, which, 
Seance wie i ing to 
sound like an accusation? Whitney mek Mandy 
until the baby—babies?—were born at the nearby Uni- 
py the Pennsylvania Hospital? God, he couldn't risk 
it. Whitney needed that Yankee hospital, those bright 
young Yankee doctors. He might lose her otherwise. 
And nothing was worth that. But what to do then? If he 
didn’t say something soon, and the money were missed 
later, would someone not wonder whether he'd done it? 
For his own pocket or to aid the CSA coffers? 
What of Joshua's heart condition? If he were confronted 
by the fact someone had embezzled those funds. . . . 

Sleep came eventually, but no answer. Outside, the 
street were trimmed low; even the stables were 
= Downstairs in the foyer, the imported English 

chimed three, and its mechanical moon 
lower into its painted ocean. Gilt filigree hands moved 
with a smooth whir and the near Jonathon’s 
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down in Savannah. And Jonathon Penley was far hand- 
somer—lean and tough as the army tended to make a 
man. Clean shaven—which was a dee as she enjoyed 
the sensation of bristling whiskers. But a faint scar 
traced a white line aries arses 2g in contrast to his 
black hair and sun-dar' face, and that intrigued 
her. That, she decided thoughtfully, looking down at 
ee ee en oe 
arms that showed above the edge of the sheet, plus one 
more thing. 

He rity a challenge. There was always novelty in 
that. And a deep satisfaction ... when she won. He 
was trying to keep at arm’s length from her. Dinner. had 
been amusing in that sense—frustrating in so far as he'd 
succeeded with remarkable diplomacy, The true South- 
ern gentleman. She smiled wider. Honor bound to his 

i ied twit of a wife. Probably adored her and the 
veining little brat she'd be bringing, too. Ah honor! 
Thank God she'd escaped the clutches of that particular 
virtue. God knew the rest of the family had inherited 
it in sickening degree. 

Downstairs the clock chimed three-fifteen and she 
drew a last deep breath, smoothing her light silken 
nightgown ti ie over her breasts. The fatailiae tin- 
gine feeling in to spread in her loins and she lifted 

nightgown's hem high to climb agilely into the 
sleeping I's bed. 
onathon stirred uneasily in his sleep. Jeb Stuart was 
ing in his dream, his bright yellow sash waving, the 
scarlet-lined cape flapping in a wind Jonathon couldn't 
feel. He took his sacned that off and held it high. Gilt 
rs gleamed on high, over the knee black “jack” boots. 
Bugles drowned out what the General was saying, and 
- age singing started as it always did—men sing- 
ing as they rode into death. The corps started off and 
(eensigenpieostecemas but ns Wer 7 

im back . . . something cool and like silk... 
and the scent of a woman close. Whitney? It must be. 

Whitney needed him. Jeb Stuart must ride without 
him, then. He turned over, murmuring her name, and 
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he inhaled its ly. He hardened quickly, a 
throbbing pring Ap si with each bearthest, a 
iis tains acon: fad vo all daimintoremoe, Now he 
could feel the soft of a fine mattress beneath his 
back, the crispness. of lightly starched linen, the warm 
weight of a woman's body pressed over his. Her fingers 
found him beneath the sheet and began, deftly, to stroke 
him, hastening his full arousal. S i 

neck with a smile, pleased at what she felt beneath her 
hand. This would be worth the effort she'd made. Good 
Lord, these Southerners—she should have stayed in 
Savannah and sent Hadley back North. 

Jonathon half , 8" his eyes open with a 
quizzical frown. the devil was he? And what the 
hell was going on? 

“Hello, Major.” Elinor’s words were a murmur against 
his ear, her tongue flicked out to trace it as she finished 
speaking. She shifted her weight slightly above him, 
reaching to drop the shoulder strap of her gown to free 
one breast to lie against his mouth. The dark ni 


rested against his lips, its inviting peak waiting for his 
seapeeatie foowmed harder, beginning to pois 0 head 
away. Good God! It was Lady ington, Courtland’s 
da 


, don't be a spoilsport,” she scolded with a teas- 
bean Her eyes glittered like emerald jewels in the 
light as she p herself up to sit straddling his 
chest. Jonathon tried to sit up, couldn't, and raised his 
hands to begin to lift her. Elinor only turned with a soft 
yen arth ‘s hand found her breast, firm and full, 
involuntarily his fingers closed around. it. Lightn- 
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Piisiy whiies seatk ‘nipped at the very tip of him, 
gently, then her lips him in ste again.  loninlintk 

surrender. The hands he had reached down to 
try to force her away held her now instead, tangling in 
her golden hair. Elinor smiled in satisfaction as she felt 
pat ped His hips arched toward her. His swollen 


Cis aa Good, she thought. 


only moaned and Elinor almost la . She didn’t 
need to ask whether any woman ever done it for 
him before. She knew that answer. She herself had only 
learned the trick from a fabulous, very exclusive 
Parisienne courtesan. Even Hadley had been a bit ruf- 
fled when first she'd tried it. My, though, the wonders 
it worked. 

“No, just lie still.” She had ork to draw her head 
away and he had followed her plesaly with his hips. 
He obeyed the gentle pressure of her hands more than 
her words and she knew he was beyond thinking. She 
Rope irae adie thom adaadthlentet then 


s muscles 


his. Ro uiveed Forkcast, aae-debiperieend 
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nigga Sr . li herself from 
hm. "Not So fast, dating she scolded. This isn't al 


raising one knee to block his immediate attempt to 
follow. He rolled over, his eyes half open, unfocused 


eateet dates: Gaal at her neck, less and 

less ed she cianlon a 0 wart oie 

feel his member thrusting at her 

fer ckling her ple own hair and he road each 
weer ext pale brown hair, and he each 

time he li i 


y 
cod hoe waves of throbbing ire surged inor's loins 
as wel 

She felt his weight on her shift suddenly, taking her 
by surprise, for she had been lying back on the pillows, 
quite content with the proceedings. She opened her 


against his greater ‘without success. Then she 
pete = os hips lift over her gaping entrance and 
Scour’ into her to bury himself to the 
out but not in pain, writhing beneath him 
eet It was marvelous. ake se eae 


Sctene acsond tien ior oerdas ed her 
whimpered in an ecstasy ‘pale he ra oer 
SS oeay ds bas ecceec gov alteniycli tin 
then groaned, sh again, moving convulsively in 
a last thrust before he lay still above her. Elinor closed 
a deep sigh of satisfaction. Then, 
2 


Miranda, ther daughter. He would be hard pressed to 
ee Ge ee eee reunion. 
Oh God, I'm sorry, Whitney, was all he could think, 
, over and over again. I'm so sorry, love . . . so very sorry. 
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Chapter Fifteen 





“I'm sorry,” Leanna overheard one woman saying to 
another. “I'm so sorry to hear that. He was a fine boy. 
But we must go on, you know. The cause is far greater 
than . . ." The woman wandered slowly away, and she 
made no effort to hear anymore. It was an all too 
familiar conversation these days—familiar and true. The 
cause was far ter than anything else—even greater 
than Chase. She'd been on the verge of forgetting tha 
this winter. It had taken Richmond to her again. 
She took a of champagne punch offered wordessly 
fh a y dressed Negro slave—one who hadnt 
gees tiring in January, when another slave had 
burned the house down doing so. Then she 
slowly turned to survey the ballroom of the Davis's 
Richmond home. They called it the White House of the 
Confederacy, a deliberate taunt to the Federal one in 
Washington. Those who had seen both declared this 
one finer. The long room here was bright tonight with 
crystal chandeliers and cut spring flowers, a rainbow of 
Seeing bok paves sad the bases of men's Crom maltores, 
The band was just mines “Bonnie Blue Flag” and 
— the dinner guests singing along. Beautiful, 
The Vanes mig proudly. Touching, Boch t and defiant. 
The Y might have beaten the South to her knees, 
but her wt youve: 


vast, bli against sudden tears 
pine he ares “Oh, General ” She'd seen him 


earlier, him first by his brother, Smith Lee, 
wid wood with hen Smith had been a friend of her 
father’s. “You must excuse me.” She quickly wiped her 
eyes dry. “The music was so moving. 
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He nodded once, tan 8. damon» “I'd ask you to dance, 


but that’s a they'll play some- 
eetins enka? 

“It’s been so anywa since I've danced. I’m not 

sure I remember Ww. managed a faint smile, 


that had not sounded like a complaint. “I don't 

recall seeing your wife, General. Is she here?” 

“No, I'm afraid not. She's no longer able to attend 
these functions. Hasn't been since the war 

Unfair, Leanna thought. The flower of Confederate 
manhood—tall, handsome even now in his fifties. E 
thing the South said a man should be. But his wife, 
Mary Custis, was an invalid; had been 
their marriage. Yet‘the ewe Uamedsavaeent isms 
devotion. “I'm sorry to hear that. Truly I am.” 

He smiled rather distantly, offering his arm. “I under- 
stand you oni had quite a winter. Surrounded x 


ou've emerged obviously u 
I Twish I cou d say ee same of myself in na situations.” 


Leanna smiled at his obvious gallantry, hoping to 
hide the quick pain in her heart. “ found them courte- 
ous in the extreme. 

“You were very fortunate then. Who was commanding?” 

“Oh, I—I'm sure you wouldn't know him.” General 
Lee continued to look at her and she forced a faint 
smile. “A cavalry major. Courtland.” 

He shrugged pimmyy f “Gentlemen often prefer the 
cavalry—on both sides.” Hie st by the punch bowl, 
and Leanna dropped her from his arm. Stewart 
turned from where he stood speaking with several of 
Lee’s staff officers, saw Leanna, and excused himself to 
start toward her. 

“You're returning to your home in the Valley, Mrs. 
Leighton?” He offered te another glass of punch and 
Leanna refused it politely. The champagne was already 
making her light-headed. 

“No, we can't, I'm afraid. My husband—” 

“Oh, that’s right. That guerilla action. I had forgotten.” 

Was that disapproval she'd glimpsed momentarily in 
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his eyes? He'd glanced away now and she couldn't tell. 
“We may be staying in Ri g OR shaias 

“We're at the Spotswood now,” Stewart offered his 
arm to Leanna with a faint smile, a courteous nod 
toward the . “Leanna’s father had a townhouse 


his staff were leaving tomorrow for the front by the 
Rapidan River. War could not be long away now that 
the winter's thawed mud was beginning to dry, and 
they must be there when the new Federal 

Grant made his first move. 


“Is it?” she wondered out loud with a thoughtful 
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smile. “It’s about all we really have left to fight on, I'd 
say. Morale. Pride. Our determination not to i _— 


‘those .’ I believe General Lee calls 

resolution to continue living on in our own way.” 
“Much of Richmond disapproves.” 
“Yes, they're at home knitting and ing for the 


troops. Worth res, no doubt, but so is this.” 

Stewart smiled faintly, glancing sidelong at his wife. 
Even in a borrowed, two-year-old gown, she was the 
most beautiful woman here. For that alone, he would 
ive her for almost anything. “Plus,” he continued in 

voice, “Most of the really best Richmond 
families snub Mrs. Davis's parties for other reasons. 
Socially, she’s not quite top rank and she hasn't the good 
grace to accept that fact.” 

Leanna threw her husband a swift, sharp glance, 
irritated to see the faint, smug smile that played on his 
lips. Odd how she had fallen out of step with the social 
hierarchy she used to so completely. Maybe it 
was a function of spending the winter with the Yankees, 
their lack of attention to it. It was very much a of 


unimportant. Action counted. And winning. He glanced at 
ere ces Coerwny which President Davis 
and the o had gone. “What did you think of our 
fair-haired General Lee, my dear?” 

Leanna began to frown and caught herself. It was just 
Stewart's way to speak so one. “I—well, I found 
him a bit awesome, actually. | like him. | admire him to 
no end. But he seems so far above all this. So distant, so 
cool and so grand. | think he’s marvelous, but I'm a 
little afraid of him at the same time.” 
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“His — adore him.” 
“Do they?” She smiled faintly, ing. “I'm not 
. Sins otek eb ages 


surprised. He's done pitiful little 
we can give him to t with.” 

“Breeding shows. Yankees don’t see that, of 
course, nor understand. It's all with them. But 


many of our best officers are from the old families— 
Lee, Stuart, Jackson, Johnston.” Stewart turned as he 
spoke, offering his arm. “Care to dance, Leanna?” 

He said it so abruptly that it startled -her. She guessed 


he'd done it ly. They'd fought that first night 
after the am that had wounded—killed?—Chase 
Courtland. had spoken only superficially since. 


She had the feeling he was asking for a decision now. 
Where did she stand? She looked up at him, at her 
Confederate husband. In uniform again, gray cloth with 
a yellow collar for cavalry, two stars denoting his rank 
Lieutenant Colonel. Gold braid on his yellow cuffed 
sleeve, a fine dress sword on the belt at his waist above 
his sash. His blond hair and mustache lightened by the 
sun that had darkened his face and . Part of the 
world she'd grown up in and belonged in. Why can't I 
love you like I loved him, she asked herself? I ought 
to. Perhaps, in time, I will. 
The band was finishing “Dixie” and beginning a Vir- 
inia reel. She nodded finally, banishin memory of 
Chase Courtland to some dark, locked-away place of 
infinite pain. “Yes, I'll dance, Colonel Leighton,” she 
mai a smile as she answered and reached one hand 
out to take his. “I'd be most honored.” 


“This is—astounding, Jon!” Whitney's face had paled 
ae remy as she'd watched the bustling activity of 
iladelphia during the carriage ride home 
Pecccnrs xontbccde: Seale, Pine attired ser eee 
ee ee ee 
opportunity to drive his wife the long way home. It 
wasn't a pleasant sight for Confederate eyes, but he 

wanted his wife to know the truth. 
His eyes were grim as he nodded, and he reached 
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wordlessly to take her hand. Miranda was exhausted by 
the adventure of the train ride from Washington. Just 
now, he was relieved to have her asleep. 

Robust ity lay all around them. Produce for 
sale in the , shiny new carriages pulled by sleek, 
well-fed horses, jeweler’s shops doing a thriving business, 
women in new . ters, restaurants, 
lecture balls grand hotels like Green's at eighth and 
Chestnut, a billboard advertising P.T. Barnum's travel- 
ling “Grand Colossal Museum & Manage men’s clubs 
50 sana Heng air — looked solidly packed with 
black ts. as t 
in uniform were a common — Finally, she saw a 
small p of Federal suited soldiers going inside what 

to be an upper crust gambling house—or worse— 
but other than that, there was little sign of war herein 


the northern city. “My God, Jonathon!” She t of 
the South, the cruel sbbchapenchetes especially = 
a 


coldness stealing upon it. 
“Yes, I know exactly. It’s like a totally separate world, 
isn't it? As though the war hasn't touched them.” 
onathon drew the carriage to one side of the street and 
ted the horses, gesturin i De See “There by the 


Richmond, and a half dozen them, not onl one. 


expandi stem. You know the South hasn't 

duced ap bare ae tie in three years? Not one. Up ie 
they've more than they know what to do with. 
There’ business section, Front to Fifth and Market 
to Vine. Where the Courtland bank is. Look at the 
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a vases. ye Herr yon because it was 
their Capitol . . .” she murmured, awestruck, ashen faced. 


po cage “4 
: ‘cea prsingrs A y. Not Phila- 
delphia. Not Boston, not N cw Work I went to New 


summer—something 
thing. Oh, and picnics. They’re making toys while we're 
the nails out of our houses to make cannon shot. 


didn’t say anything, at least to me. Grand-balls. Extrava- 
gance heaped upon extravagance. The North must be 
making a ni rede id re “prac ark 
seem to have forgotten it's even 
ears misted Whitney's eyes as she sen TH me 
around her. “It hasn't touched them at all?” 

Jonathon shrugged bitterly. “Some of them, yes. Those 
with family involved. Some women nurse or roll 
bandages. Sokan doen. siues-sthoaoes ia obehs- Ouse, I 
understand. Cotton, of course, though it seems to turn 
py datreg eed it's needed to keep textile mills running at 

t. Paper is a trifle short, but newspapers are still 
sadtiig-axe not on recycled wallpaper either. Higher 
taxes on whiskey have turned some of the le to 
beer. That's about the extent of the privation. 

“They have grain enough to use it for beer . 
Whitney sighed, Ereaines bey p80 a ‘lens bat Goa 
“It's like a dream ... or a nightmare. I'm not sure 
which.” She forced her eyes open and tried to keep her 
head up, very conscious of Jonathon's hand over hers 
and very glad of its strong grip. “And the young men 
. . . that’s the most awesome to me, Jon. I can't remem- 
ber the last time I saw a young man at home who wasn’t 
in uniform.” 

“Even the old men, at home. Like the Lee family. 
Fathers and sons both.” 
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off the train out of cehigie peg 4 
e’re at rock bottom. ley. taneet inputs 


was all she could think of. All their ine ye 
argentino Jonathon almost. Farms 
Colleges shut down. They'd never really had a chance, 
had > 


“ve surprised myself by liking Joshua Courtland. | 
think you will, too.” Jonathon clicked the horses to start 


land sharing the house. One he doubted Whitney would 
like. Please God, i ee ee ee 
happened last night. “He's a fine man, | think . 

least he tries to be. "The—ah—his daughter is there, too. 
Lady Bennington.” 
Whi didn’t reply and Jona pea. sree 
at her, he had already betrayed himself by the 
strain of his voice. Sane 
April sunshine, just looking around her. Tears kept 
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rolling down her face to splash their warm salt in 
Miranda's dark curls, and Jonathon spoke no more, just 
hurried the horses home instead. 


White flour was three hundred dollars a barrel, meat 
five dollars a pound, ordinary corn meal twenty dollars 


(ape eloeki; teacher, soap, bedding, dishware, kettles, 
il, coal, wood, paper, pens, ink, needles, pins, boots 


that most houses had gardens for produce now instead 
cane on flowers. Depressing, she thought—also 


uplifting. 

She Ai too used to the Valley and all its bounties, 
largely untouched by the ruination elsewhere. Living in 
Richmond laid the war in her lap. It was frightening. 
And it was also Rw Inspiringly so. In spite of 
everything, the will to fight on was unwavering. Not a 
Panel tiry was eecroaat of cae gh battle the 
CSA faced this spring, but the South was right, their 
cause was just, and God would see their sacrifices ulti- 
mately. rewarded. Other than ‘Crazy Betsy’ Van Lew, a 
Yankee sympathizer who kept a bedroom in her Rich- 
mond mansion always ready for a Union general, the 

le of Richmond were uncomplaining as they strug- 
ied ‘ealggaces benaathr’ che’ Landen ef eoneeling: 
iritual and military weight of the whole Confederacy. 
This beead riots of eas Sark sents 8 rote 
spring of 1864 was the 's last hope and everyone 
knew it. tightened overworn belts and straight- 
ened and weary shoulders. They _ brave 
and gallant songs like “Lorena,” “Dixie,” “All Quiet 
Along the Potomac Tonight,” and “Bonnie Blue Flag.” 

The churches were crowded every Sunday. Men in 
uniform were almost all Leanna saw out the window of 
the Spotswood Hotel anymore, soldiers and women 


232 


She glanced at the clock on the bed stand. Four 
o'clock. April 17th. Whitney's baby was due about a 
month-from now..But after the ambush that had left 


Joshua Courtland, who would have offered the Virginia 
family sanctuary despite the ongoing war and personal 
bitterness—what would he be doing now? Maybe bury- 
ing his last son and cursing the name. It had all 
gone wrong, somehow. And worst of all, there was the 
nagging suspicion she had only herself to blame for the 
- mess. She sighed, setting the bandages aside with a 
restless gesture, and moved to sit on the bed. 
were invited tonight to a reception at Mrs. 
Robert C. Stannard's saotsas invitation with more 
cachet than one from the Davises themselves. But 
Stewart wasn't home yet—he had been summoned this 
morning to the Confederate White House. Leanna wasn't 
sure that one hadn't prompted the other—there was 
some competition between the two social circles—but 
Mrs. Stannard enjoyed the home-field advan and 
her receptions were considered even more elite, limited 
to the very best blood of the old Southern families. 
Leanna’s family earned such an invitation. The first 
Douglas had landed in Portobacco, Maryland, in the 
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mid sixteen hundreds and owned the original Blythes- 
wood with full baronial privileges. In the mid seventeen 
hundreds, the family had moved to the Fauquier region 
of Virginia. Two centuries of a gentrylike association 
with large land holdings, a tradition that was the basis 
for the Southern aristocracy, ensured Leanna’s place at 
Mrs. Stannard’s. Stewart's family was equally good, 
but Charleston, South Carolina—based. In the old, pre- 
war society days, he would have carried a letter of 
introduction to into Richmond's inner circle. But 
the war had changed the system somewhat; the barriers 
were no longer im ble. Now, having married a 
Penley was . That and being a high i 
Confederate officer. For usually, in the South, soci 
standing and military rank went hand in hand. 

Leanna lay back on the hotel's over soft bed, letting 
her thoughts wander. Richmond held memories of hap- 
pier days than these—memories of childhood, of parties 
and balls, of the first time as tad troeghe a tall 
three years ago—when Jona ta - 
Freee Aero officers into their Richmond parlor. The 
best and the brightest of the Confederacy’s y men, 
officers early trained in either the Virginia Milicary 
Institute or at West Point. So many of them buried now 
at nearby Hollywood Cemetary. 

She could remember how gloriously handsome they'd 
seemed, dressed in brand new gray uniforms, sabers 
and brass buttons shining. Dashing and invincible. Stew- 
art had been charming but somewhat cool. He was 
older than Jonathon, and had seemed more a man, less 
an untried boy, and a little dangerous because of that. 
His blue eyes had shown interest as they'd flickered 
over her lovely face and slender body. Leanna had 
blushed and fallen instantly in love. Ah, those glorious, 
hopeful days, when they'd all been sure of their cause, 
their right, sure of a quick victory. The bands had 
played, the brand new bars and stars flew, speeches of 
commitment stirred Southern souls, the April sun shone 
as the troops had marched through the Capitol square in 
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his own. Hirion oe pedaniey she decided. Truly a— 

“Napping, dear? 

Leanna sat up, startled, offering Stewart a smile as he 
shut the door behind him. “No, just thinking.” 

He smiled as if he found that faintly amusing. “Well, 
we're due at Mrs. Stannard’s though, aren't we?” 

“What went on today at your meeting?” 

“Nothing earth shattering.” He smiled, but as he 
turned away, Leanna caught a glimpse of the distance in 
his eyes. It was one of those times, apparently. Thoughts 
for Stewart only. 

“Better hurry, Leanna. We don’t want to be too late. 
de.” 


= 
Ee 


stood by the window to offer a si kiss. He smiled as 
if startled, and for a moment, a kind of indulgent plea- 
sure replaced the distance in his eyes. It returned though 
as Leanna turned to begin dressing for evening, and his 
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ton nodk today, 
Leanna? 
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Chapter Sixteen 





April warmed quickly to May. The first of the month 
was a Sunday, and the churches of Richmond were 
filled with women, 1, children, and 
old men. Seca ree 
Northwest. St. Paul’s was a ser —— ot 


Outside, intermittent sun shone on t white marble of 
the Greek-columned church. Its , lancelike spire 

fitfully, a brilliant white. nside, the sermon 
was political and inspiring, as sermons in Richmond 
these days tended to be. It was amazing, Leanna thought 
with a wry smile, noting the standing room only crowd 
at the church, how quickly a war revived religious faith. 


se faith was runni in the Yankee cam 
ala de wen wp wre ig we 
end of wiriter’s monotony, and the resum 
war in earnest. Now, ‘Leanna was a eare 
in the distant Confederate capital of Richmond, Chase 
Courtland was tipping the brim of his black, felt hat 
ope the drizzle that showered the Chattanooga Fed- 
cam 
Sacoae a: wonton: cal pvolorelsle 8 oe: deak:that sieaala 
ee ee ee ee enero 
troop inspection he was uct horseback 
In the army. things were a little The first 
consideration was given to the main event at hand, the 
waging of war. Church services were delayed until the 
afternoon. And Chase guessed that the chaplain’s out- 
door service this afternoon would be well attended, 
despite the weather. That was the surest sign of all that 
even the enlisted men knew the army was about to 
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- Lacey, Staff S 

at one of the two dozen Federal military hospitals 
was on duty this Sunday ing, and he heard the 
light tatoo of familiar y sound in the 
erence rere gan So ite ee 
“Susan!” 


to imagine what had 

“T Souldn’t ell him, Roger 9 wat aay 

ilence gathered. Bone the hall the creak of 
he ou ct ing where dat ward Do 
Lacey sen jp to meet her 
eyes. “Tuott wie: yor sony sxtane tt ladelphia.” 
Susan flushed faintly, ing. “That last night, 
here, Chase's father came to with us. Before I 


date. It seemed . . .” she made a nervous little gesture, 
unable to hold his eyes any longer. “It almost seemed as 
if something odd was on. Chase gave his father a 


going 
pratense And didn't sa anyt at all. And 
Courtland murmured 1 coulda’ 't quite 


tre a urbe ry ope em 


use of Leanna Lei , Doc Lacey was thinking. 
Because neither Chase tort wil hurt Susan b oe 
ting in love with another woman. And, of course, 
"Chase has no idea how I feel. It’s all gone wrong. “Susan,” 
most desperately. 

A si tear eat down her face, she shook her 
head. “It’s decided, Roger, please. I spent these past 
weeks making the arrangements. Whenever he gets home 
again, we'll marry.” 

He loves another woman. It would be so easy to say 
it. And so-eruel, Wouldn't it? 

She turned awkwardly, brushing dry a last tear. “Well, 
Doctor, have you no surgery planned? Have I come all 


The determination in her voice startled him, made 
him almost, just for a split second, doubt she loved him. 

“Please, Roger, for the love of God, don’t make it 
harder. I am Courtland’s fiancée. Any time the 
vagaries of war next allow, | shall become his wife. 
Unless you swear to accept that as unchangeable fact, | 
shall leave now and seek a position in another hospital.” 

He stared at her for a long minute. In midnight blue, 
she looked pale as the death he'd grown used to dealing 
with. Unchangeable fact. For a moment, he hated Chase 
Courtland with a terrible hatred. Then it passed, leav- 
ing numbness. “I have surgery scheduled this afternoon, 
Miss Stratford. | would be honored if you would assist.” 
He turned away as he spoke and walked toward a stack 
of newly laundered butcher aprons that lay aan in the 
hall. He hoped his hands were shaking less by the time 
he had to use the knife. 

- 


* * 
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In Philadelphia, church had ended and it was a balmy, 
still afternoon of lazy inactivity. Jonathon bounced a 
iranda on mattress of his 


house, they could speak more freely. iy 


could 

a 

porcelain vase or scratch imported Chippendale furni- 
ture. And Jonathon could avoid the all too lovely Lady 


“When the baby comes, you can sl up here with 
me for a week or two, would you like that?” Jonathon 
hoisted his daughter high in one arm, turning to 
reach behind himself with the other to close the 

Miranda frowned, cocking her head. “Mommy will 
miss me.” 

Jonathon hid a smile, somberly shaking his head. Ah, 
the egocentricity of a little child. . . . “But daddy will be 
lonesome, love, if you won't say yes. You're my girl, 
aren't you? You'll me company.” 

Mandy smiled, ing her arms around his neck for 
a hug. Her dark curls tickled his neck and Jonathon 
chuckled, kissing her and then moving her to where 
her hair couldn't tickle so. God, how many nights had 
he lain in the cold, lonely darkness of a camp bed, 
listening to some unknown trooper singing “Lorena” 
or “All Quiet Along the Potomac Tonight” and found 
the courage to go on by thinking of Whitney or this 
sweet babe three years old this month. He'd missed 
so damn much of her infancy with the war. Well, 
not this time, he reminded himself. This time daddy 
won't be coming home a virtual stranger to his own 


: 
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“Happy first of May, Major. It used to be a pagan 
sees ai sect ye Day. Involving fertility ntuals, 
1 believe.” 

Elinor suddenly blocked his path to the stairs and 
Jonathon’s smile died. He met her eyes over his daughter's 
dark curls and read teasing in their ice. 

“Here, darlin’. Go on down to Mommy. rl be down 
in a moment.” He kissed Mandy as he set her down on 
the blood red Oriental runner of the hallway, forcing a 
smile as he urged her to go. The little girl went y. 
Lady Bennington was not a favorite of hers. Jonathon 
watched her to the stairs to be sure she took the raili 
as he’d cautioned her a hundred times to do. You could 
never be too careful with children. 

“You've been locking your door at night, Major. Afraid 
of things that go bump in the night?” 

bs Y Bennington, my wife is downstairs waiting for 
me. If | might excuse—" 

“No, not just yet.” For an instant, something ae 
ous flashed in her emerald eyes. Jonathon felt it 
than saw it and frowned. hair on the nape of his 
neck prickled. Like the war. The same feeling of riding 
into too quiet woods, of danger as = unseen, unknown. 
"a thought you enjoyed yourself that night. Was I 
wrong?’ 

onathon kept her . unsmiling. “You'd call me a 
wad if I said rb. why ask?” x 

She smiled faintly, reaching to stroke his arm. “Because 
you've avoided me so deliberately ever since. Why don't 
you leave your door open tonight? It's a holiday of a 
sort after all. | know some lovely pagan games we can 
IE swallowed against a sick fascination and shook 
his head. Pagan games—they would suit her, She re- 
minded him of that sort of semidarkness, the frenzy, the 

ial cruelty of such things. An elemental spirit. 


Amoral, tem , brazen. Da to set free to 
walk the sw of the earth. “Lady Bennington, I don't 
blame you for what ha between us. I 


responsibility for it.” This was exactly what he'd 
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dreaded—and avoided so carefully these past weeks—a 


confrontation so blunt, so ugly. 
“Well, I'm bored.” Elinor was no longer playing. Her 
hand fastened on his wrist, his eyes glittered ice. “I can 


hardly find such convenience as you offer elsewhere here, 
Major. My father watches far too closely. You're a guest 
in my home, after all—you and your enceinte wife. One 
vd get AE NE ing in the night, no 
doubt, like an alley cat. Perhaps you should reconsider 
your alternatives to remaining here—prison, for example, 
or— 


Jonathon pulled his wrist from her grip, his face 
iors aetisiekakcou en cknieean Aietewe 
narrow hallway. 
“How dare walk away from me while I'm speak- 
ing to you!” She stepped to block his way, raising one 
; in temper. 
Jonathon come it instinctively before she could use 
it, then for the other as she began to raise it. 
Elinor laughed suddenly, and stepped against him. She 
smiled up at him as she pressed her breasts to his chest, 
her hips beneath a voluminous skirt to his, 

“There now, dear Major, that doesn't feel so bad, 
does it?” 

“Elinor!” 

She paled at that voice, jerking her hands from 
Jonathon's grip overhead a stepping hastily away. 
“Oh, Father! Pes just showing Major Penley a new 
dance step. It's all the rage in Paris.” 

A, ages froze cakes bales ger . He a 
ick, angry, humiliated, a y. desperately sad. 
Oh God Elinor! He sought the young Rebel’s oe and 
felt his chest pains immediately . Jonathon his 
gaze, which made it worse. Apology lay in the you 
man’s eyes, shame, too, but not the same kind of guilt 
he'd seen for that half second on his daughter's face. He 
closed his eyes and gestured him to go on down the 
hall. “Excuse us, won't you please? | want to speak to 
my daughter privately.” 

Jona hesitated a moment, then nodded, forcing 
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himself to move. He trusted Joshua Courtland’s fairness. 
He wouldn't be judged guilry without a chance to 


speak. Not that he ve a damn what hai to 
himself, but he was desperately concerned for Whi 
just now, and for their unborn child—so ious, sO 


arto clinging to life. His heart felt like wood in 
is chest as he the stairs to descend, his stom- 


ach constricted sickly. What price would he have to pay 
for one night of weakness? t penisheseee 
meted out to Whitney for his sins: 

“Daddy!” Miranda's tiny feet were running with a 

d te beat on the pinewood flooring of the back 

. He heard her before he saw her to run 
on the stairs. “Daddy!” She burst around corner 
and despite himself, Jonathon froze, his breath catching 
in his throat. An instant later he'd n to move again, 
reaching for the child as she flew up the stairs. “Mommy 
said to find you! Mommy has a real bad tummy ache!” 

Involuntarily, Jonathon turned on the stairs, pulling 
the child up in his arms as he glanced at the elder 
Courtland. Joshua still stood ashen-faced and shocked in 
the hall above. For an instant, no one moved or spoke. 
Then Elinor and started toward her own room 
without a bac glance. Joshua forced a set § breath 
and looked after her only once as the door'ch behind 
her, then looked back down the stairs. He started 
toward the young Rebel with sudden haste. 

“It’s only a few minutes to the hospital, Jonathon. Go 
order the carriage up. Leave Miranda here with me, and 
then we'll get your wife ready to go.” 

Jonathon nodded, handing the frightened child to 

oshua. He wanted to say something, but he didn’t 

w what and there was no time now to thirk on it. 
He hesitated for a moment, trying, raising his eyes to 
find Joshua's meeting his. 

“It’s all right, son,” Joshua managed in a murmur, 
tightening his arms around the little girl who had begun 
to cry now very softly. “Go get the carriage. I'll tell 
your wife we're almost on our way.” 

Jonathon nodded, reaching briefly to touch Mandy's 
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hair in reassurance, then running for the stables. A 
minutes later, Whitney was in his arms and he 


small room, with Mandy and Joshua Courtland. Silence 
was omnipresent. Even the little girl said ing, only 
a to her father’s hand. Occasionally, m voices 
could be heard, and once, the distant closing of a door. 

“Mr. Penley?” 

Jonathon turned, startled to find himself looking at a 
doctor not much older than he was. But fooler Doe 
Lacey, he reminded himself. These young Yankees were 
a new, breed. didn’t increase value anymore. 

“Tm See “ie aa bad a for you.” The 

ou or Si as he s » Shrugging his own 
peretions "Yor wife has delivered i girl, 
one boy. The boy was born blue and we couldn't revive 
him id haven't much hope, either, for the girl. I'm 
sorry, I truly am.” 

It felt like someone had punched him hard in the gut. 
For a moment, Jonathon could only stand silent, rey ea 
ing the man's words. All for nothing, then? All his 
agonies when faced with the choice of his wife's welfare 
or the Southern cause .. .? His rank, his home, his 
honor. . . . He'd lost everything else to gain nothing? 
“And my wife?” 

“She'll be fine, I'm sure.” The doctor looked briefly 
less grim. “Good thing she was here. You would have 
haat ‘her otherwise. The second twin was presented 
breach. We practice Semmelweiss's approach to child- 
birth so I'm confident there will be no infection, but we 
had to turn the baby before we could deliver him. 


Badly Samed, the labor would have been 
and your wife would likely have ‘ used 
a moment, i “One out of three isn’t much, but 
we tried. God, I swear, we really tried. There just 
wasn't much we could do.” 
Jonathon nodded, forcing a smile. “I'm sure you did, 
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sir. Thank you.” He still felt wooden inside. At least 
i was all right, he told himself. At least he had 
her sull. , what else could he have done? What 
—. ee para he have made? 
“If | might ma a suggestion—i is that your daughter 
there? Wi ‘aa father: : - 
Jonathon ed, confused, turning to follow the 
doctor's gesture. Joshua Courtland stood a half-dozen 
steps away, Miranda in his arms. “No, not my father—a 


Joshua stepped forward, shifting the little girl's weight 
to offer his hand. “Joshua Courtland, yee to 
meet you.” 


The young doctor returned the handshake. “Sorry we 
couldn't do more.” Doubly sorry, now, he thought. 
‘Courtland’ had rung a bell. He was a very generous 
patron of the medical school here. 

“I'm sorry, thon,” Joshua turned, handing the 


“I think you might take your little girl in to your wife 
for a brief visit, Mr. Penley. It might make all three of 
you feel better.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Jonathon nodded. Amazing how 
these courtesies came without thought. The uct of 
a lifetime of training. No matter how badly you hurt 
inside, on the surface. . . . 

“The surviving twin is with your wife, but I wouldn't 
get your hopes up, nor let your wife do so either. In 

. it would be more practical to delay the boy's 
funeral for a few days to—" 

“I'll deal with thar,” Joshua spoke hastily. He'd no- 
ticed a suspicious glitter in the young Rebel’s eyes. 
Hadn't he been through enough today without discuss- 
ing such necessary, but such meyer details? “Go 
on in to your wife. Go see your little girl.” 

Jonathon managed a and took a better grip on 
Mandy, starting into the hospital hallway. 

“Is my mommy’s baby here now, Daddy?” 

Joshua wi at the child's question as she disa 
peared through the doorway with her father. He 
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not hear 's y. only an indistinguishable 
murmur. oon te ‘noes Na at the grief his 
own heart ached with. When had he taken the Confeder- 
ate family so deeply into his affection, anyway? He felt 
like it was his own child rae been so cruelly 
—— ted today, not some stranger. 

“Mr. Courtland, you shouldn't encourage—" 

“Oh, hush, Doctor,” Joshua frowned, “leave them 
have a few minutes. The girl isn’t dead yet. Let them 
bear that grief when they must.” He felt a sudden stab 
of pain in his chest and frowned harder at it, reaching 
one hand up and turning to look for a chair. “Get me a 
brandy, Doctor, please. Bring a couple glasses. That 
young man could use one later, too." 

The doctor frowned but shrugged, noting Courtland’s 
hand gesture and the pallor of his face. He returned in a 
moment, apologetic. “It isn't the best brandy, I'm afraid. 
We keep it for medicinal purposes.” 

Joshua grunted, taking a stiff swallow. The pains 
eased. What a day, he thought. What a damnable day. 
Elinor. Now this. The kind of day he wouldn't miss 
when he was laid in the Courtland burial plot, six feet 


ate those heart pains, Mr. Courtland, that you're 
ving?” 

The young doctor began to lean over him and Joshua 
waved him away with a disgusted gesture. The doctor 
frowned, hesitating, then finally shrugged. 

“Now about the twins,” Joshua spoke with a sigh, 
keeping one eye on the doorway for Jonathon’s return. 
“You can’t imagine what that young man has gone 
through to try to save those babies—and his wife, too, 
of course. | don't want another word spoken to him 
about embalmers or burials or anything else. You 
leave that to me. Understand?” 

The doctor nodded and Joshua grunted in satisfaction. 
Damn, he thought again. After all this, a cruel bit of 
luck. Unfair, he decided. For all God's wisdom, today 
was a mistake. What must young Penley be thinking? 
That he should never have t her North after all? 
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scsi peed ed gees he'd sn ee 
Courtlands’ chine? a 
“The twins were not developed fully,” the doctor said 
defensively in the silence. He felt badly, too. But peo- 
expected miracles from his profession. A profession 
too ignorant still of far too much, “Even for being 
almost a month premature, the ry se seg p Serb 
re starving in parts of Virginia. Not in the 
Shenandoah mese'r rs. Penley was, but I’m sure even 
there are lacking certain things.” 

Patan with the doubie jun her body, yes.” 
The doctor sighed and stood up. “Anyway, I go 
back to my other patients, | must stress again to you 
that if Mr. Penley as any doubts, you must assure kien 
he did the right thing having her here to deliver. I 
didn't like to emphasize that and frighten him after the 
fact, but some women are built better for childbearing 
than others. Mrs. Penley is not. Twins. . . well, under 
optimal conditions, | would have grave doubts. She'll 
need good care for any further pregnancies as well.” He 
began to turn away. “Oh, are they planning to return at 
once to Virginia?” 

Joshua blinked, taken aback. He hadn't thought about 
it, actually. He'd assumed so, but now. .. . “I'm not 
sure.” He found the idea dismayed him. Silly, foolish 
old man, he scolded himself. But the house would be so 
damn quiet again if they did. Only Elinor. . .. He'd 
miss the boy at the bank, too. Ever since he'd witnessed 
Joshua's heart problems, or maybe in guilt over Chase’s 
ambush, Jonathon had willingly, quietly, taken over 
more and more of the work there, 

“Well, if they are, I'd suggest not leaving for a month 
or two at least. Should any postnatal complications 
arise, Mrs. Penley should remain near here until then.” 

“You might mention that to them.” 

“I will.” 

“Tell them, too,” Joshua shrugged, a little embarrassed, 
“tell him to stay as long as he— 
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“Is it Whitney, son?” 

He shook his head, praying he wouldn't humiliate 
himself by beginning to cry. Oh God, it wasn't fair. So 
tiny, the baby. Never even a chance. It was horrible 
enough to see grown men die in battle, but this was 
infinitely worse. 

“Here, I'll take Miranda with me. You es long as 
you like.” Joshua forced a smile, reaching for the little 
girl. “Want to come with me, sweetheart? I'll bet we 
ate em ae peek. Or maybe a nice, new 

7” 

“Like Mommy's?” Mandy brightened. 

“Yes, just like that one.” He took the child and walked 
away without looking back, intent on keeping her 
attention, her eagerness to go. He missed Jonathon's 
quick glance of gratitude, the surprise and thanks that 
mi . He stood watching the older man and 
the now smiling Mandy, half frowning in puzzlement as 
he watched them out the door. 

“Mr. Penley. You're coming back in to be with 
your wife?” 

When they take her dead baby away from her, 
Jonathon finished the thought with a fresh stab of impo- 
tent anguish. Whitney, I’m sorry. God, what else could 
I have done to spare us this y? “Yes, I'm coming.” 
He turned on his heel and followed the doctors beck 
inside. 


But the tiny girl clung tenaciously to life. Hours 
became a day, one day two, and two days three. Joshua 
Courtland lay in bed the third night, astonished to find 
himself ny ot her life. Had she died the first day, 
it would have hard enough. But now, when she'd 
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os heat aig ihpee serageetne palin oe 
will to survive—that etic against s ‘ 
was enough to Se heart. 

He decided on his own to proceed with her twin 
Meeting tex wo-die od arto epoca fa fo 
ex to die a ex to live, 
God w sane take pity on such faithful souls. 

They'd na the baby Bonnie. Joshua didn't ask, 
obey gre it might be a reference to the ‘Bonnie 
Blue’ er father had 8 oi and nearly died for, the 
flag he'd had to forsake for the child’s sake. He couldn't 
admit it—his Union ren, 8 fellows would preg be 
horrified—but he'd decided he approved of the name. 
Like the newborn baby, and against all odds, the Con- 

itself had survived. Like the newborn baby, it 
should have died, and simply, but by sheer stu 
determination did not allow itself to do so. It was a 
name for the tiny girl. 

Joshua did not attend the infant boy's funeral. Whit- 
ney was still in the hospital bed. Jonathon went. And 
ee ee eee 
firstborn son. But Joshua was busy with Miranda, tak- 
ing her and her d dpb oe? ide in the park. Funer- 
als were not for three-year-olds. The war had made the 
world a grim ee place without that. 

“Another, Grandpa-pa Courtland!” Mandy es, to 
plead as soon as the ride ended, her blue eyes wide and 
radiant, 

Joshua smiled, beginning to nod. He'd said earlier it 
would be the last, but. . . . “All night, sweetheart. Just 
one more.” 

Lord, how she reminded him of days long past, he 
thought. Days when he was young yet, the children 
little. Before the war. Before Josh's cath. Before the 
coalition's ugly plots. He'd simply taken her over these 
past few days, to give her parents time to grieve and 
time to heal. He'd done it as a favor and found it was a 

. The ride ended and he started toward her. 

“Again! Again!” She clutched the saddle with one 

hand, the new doll with the other. 
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had he learned 
from his own da ? Would he do it again with this 
sweet little'girl as well? 
He started forward toward the pony, 


instant the whole world had turned u his getting to 
her before the ride began. “No.” HE said it sharply, 
as 0, 


er it as he'd never meant it with Elinor. “ 
sweet. I said that was all.” 

y blinked and began to frown. Her mouth gath- 
in a trembling pout. She met Joshua Courtland’s 
for a moment and finally dropped her head, giving 


nod. 
I've learned, Joshua t. Thank you. God. | 
won't do it again, 1 swear. He smiled, ing down 
for the little girl's hand. “Want an ice cream, Pp 
Her smile came back as radiant as ever and she nod- 
ded her head so hard her curls bounced. “Yes, Grand- 


ep age ks too?” : 
y, too,” he agreed with a smile, starting back to 
the carriage. “Dolly, too.” 


: 
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over one shoulder, “cg the involuntary motion and 
smiled Rosca It was a bit too far away to see 

Richmond. Or . where his father had wired 
ae hb ; saddened him ome. made hi 

ess. It reagitated thoughts of Leanna for one 
thing, not that she was ever entirely off his mind. He'd 
be content, Chase tried to tell himself, if only he knew 
where she was. Knew she was all right. This way he 
feared for her everywhere—the Valley, Richmond, a 
half dozen other places. Pray God she'd have the good 

not to get caught somewhere between the two 


A staff officer called the order, waving to him from 
Son Other thoughts faded as Chase wheeled his 
horse and raised a gauntletted hand to s his men 
forward. Saber rings j and leather cracked. Dust 
rose and horses . The march to Atlanta had 
begun. 

Grant had moved across the Rapidan River on the 
fourth, and clashed with the Confederates on the fifth 

dense woodlands known as the Wilderness, northwest 


E 
fi 
: 
t 
if 
f 
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seventh, the first wounded of the spring of 1864 cam- 
ign began to arrive in Richmond. 
t least it wasn’t like it had been in '62, following the 
Battle of Seven Pines. Then all of Richmond had 


hills, one hundred and wards there alone. And this 
May of 1864, drugs and supplies were still available for 
wounded Rebels. would 


rolled bandages and helped organize relief missions, but 
he woudl tars tans token n taped ein hon 
blood pooling around stacks of amputated arms and 
legs. And worse. Stewart kept such stories from her as 


wanderi indly, point blank, into enem i 
fire Ss bowie te bcos bits. War wan hal The 
Yankee Sherman had said it, and Leanna agreed. The 
more so as she lived ever more intimately with it. 
pike th, Lee won the foot race to Spotsylvania 
and en there. On the ninth, Sherman's army 
reached Dalton, Georgia, and made its first unsuccess- 
ful attempt to flank General Johnston's Rebels, trying to 
pass unhindered on to Atlanta. Chase and his cavalry 
sat guarding the train, a mile from the skirmish- 
ing infantry. In Virginia, other Federal cavalry was 
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more active. With Grant's rg his Western cav- 
alry commander, Colonel P.H. Sheridan, took off cross 
country on a long raid aimed directly at Richmond. In 
the dark morning hours of the tenth, General J.E.B. 


Stuart led his Confederate cack cot to 

sp snlocept the Vedios Guiwert-o a handful of 
ther’ couriers rode out from: the Capitol: with: orders 
from a worried Jefferson Davis, trying to find the Con- 
federate cavalry before Sheridan's Yankees did. Awak- 
cc sdoigadbrmey Aubert apc firemen cn 
Leanna waited behind, seeing a side of war she hated 
with ad ion. inactivity. Nothing to do 
but wanes woe. and worry. The per tenth 
seemed a hundred hours 5 ae Sinus herself strain- 
ing her eyes to see if Yankee blue yet darkened the 
northern i Brtrocnter if they came, whether 
Major Chase Courtland id be among them. 

n Philadelphia, Jonathon Penley sat in the Courtland 
parlor, the wicks of the lamps turned high, a faint odor 
of camphor and kerosene burning from them. Joshua 
Courtland was out for the evening. Elinor, too. he 
was using the opportunity to catch up on bank work 
that had been sorely neglected in these ten days since 
the twins’ birth. It was late now, nearly midnight. 
Mandy had been asleep in his bed upstairs for hours. 
coer ntheabnpenlbrmipiesd Pretend, oaiear dona 
more than anything else. But the longer he worked, the 
more concerned he grew, and the prospect of sleep grew 
ever dimmer. Something was most definitely awry at 
the bank. The figures for the frozen Southern accounts 
showed a ter discrepancy than ever. Another ten 
ian dollars Wan talening. or ths veel inventory of 
notes, paper currency, and bullion was seriously off. 
He doubted that was the case. 

He checked his figures a last time, frowning at the 
totals that said more to a banker than words ever could. 
He would have to say something to Joshua Courtland 
sbisis ie? He conld'no longer } ify further delay. Whit- 
exten, Bratt a al th pg tiert acta 
Pennsylvania's Hospital, little Bonnie's life was more in 
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Joshua Courtland frowned as he laid his silver-tipped 

8c. rare apa Sap geen saree 

the bench. It had a ight, a su meeting 

the coalition that alwa rte nes de 

—_ it, they'd been discussing politics, specifically Abra- 
n 


general election, nt gs la aggre ge 3 
shadows, serine malo isgustedly, to see which 
carcass the better cooking. Disgusting, how cal- 


bering what the evening had temporarily made him 
forge. “I jen’t: your ele irl, is it? She hasn't—?” 

0.” Jonathon shook his head hastily. “No, I was 
just catching up on my work a bit. Sorry to have fallen 
so far behind this past week or so, but—”" 


taste in his mouth. Ma brandy would . He 
frowned slightly, remembering what had him 
earlier. H had been joking about rifles he 

uced for government con ing about 


tracts—something 

Phat be did with his surplus and the few that didn't 

pass the Federal’s most cursory inspection. He'd glanced 
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at Joshua with a very strange smile, as if at a joke 
Joshua, too, must be in on..Now what the devil . . .? 
“Mr. Courtland, excuse me, sir, but there's a 

with the Southern accounts.” Jonathon fairly blurted it 
out in his nervousness. 

Joshua grunted dry amusement, pouring a brandy for 


and di the funds, my dear Virginian, the answer 
is no. If the Federal government didn't hang me, the 
board members would.” Jonathon didn’t smile. He didn't 
meet the older man’s eyes, either. He took the brandy 
rather awkwardly and Joshua's own smile faded. “I've 
had a rather ok eae actually. If it’s something that 
can wait, Jonathon . . .” 

“It can’t.” Jonathon set the brandy to one side with- 
out drinking it. There was no tactful way to say this, no 
way to soften the shock. He settled himself for a con- 
frontation and handed Joshua the nape y, Bosna “I 
should have said something before this, I that. 
There's money missing from these accounts, a lot of 
money. It was about twenty-four thousand before. Now 
it’s thirty-three.” Nothi t silence, absolute, breath- 
less piaetessqnrwered his statement. The clock in the 

er chim: ~past midnight and one of the burni 
eer papedand tered softly. Ss plancedat Ickes 
Sesame S face found the man's eyes fixed on his, 
anu en question lying in them. Jonathon squared 
his goddess he spoke. “No, sir, i sorry. Soman 
deny I took that money.” 

Joshua felt pain flare as anguish stabbed his heart. 
Damn you, boy. After all I've done for you, after all 
al hac. ves tasolie, have. ea eo tbe os “You 
mean you took it?” 

onathon flushed, and swallowed hard to even answer. 

o, sir. | mean you'll have to make your own judg- 
ment on that. On whether you think I did, or | would, 
steal from your bank.” 

If it were any other account, I'd never doubt you, 
Joshua wanted to say. But you labor under divided 
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er like your sister, maybe, when she quite possi- 

y helped to ambush my son. “I wish d just tell 

me you didn't do it. I'd try very hard to believe you.” 

onathon shook his head and looked away. He had 

. but Be ee edge of tension along his firmly 
chiseled jawline bespoke an unyielding position. 

But Joslin had seen the pain flash tr his eyes before 
he'd turned his head. Seen it, and grasped at it, like a 
drowning man at a life raft. “You damn Southerners 
and your damn pride! Honor won't feed your family, 


Penley." He reached out suddenly to the y 

man’s arm. “For God’s sake, son, sce how fond 
I've become of you! You know I don't want to believe 
you would do it. Unbend that honor enough just to give 


me word. 

“My honor inay.'be-all'T have left after this damn 
war!” Jonathon raised his eyes again. Now anger flashed 
in them y. “I've already compromised it beyond 
any point | would have once dreamed possible! You say 
it won't feed my family, but by the ume you Yankees 
get with the South, it may have to!” 

Joshua's eyes narrowed. “You'd chal me in Vir- 
ginia to a duel, wouldn't you? Even for asking.” 

“You're damn right I would! And I would , too, 

for what yee done for = wife and daughter!” 
onor is a funny thing,” Joshua spoke in a grim, 
hushed voice. “I don't believe it’s that different in the 
South than here with us ‘Yankees.’ Most men find 
honor a luxury rather than a necessity, I've found. As 
soon as it becomes inconvenient or dangerous,”—or 
unprofitable, he'd like to have said—* dump it in 
the nearest wastebasket. Why don't you, Jonathon?” 

- Only silence answered and he si , suddenly very 
tired, feeling infinitely old. “If you'd been where I've 
been tonight, seen what I've seen in my lifetime, maybe 
you'd u , but that’s all right. Maybe if there 
naseo erate cts Sacra ty ames He He was 
rambli caught hi ; ing as he d 
his rem foment agin young nats anak Go ne 0 
bed then. I can talk to myself without you here to listen 
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iser. 
, Chase, for getting him into this. He 
one. Stubborn like this. Every bit as R 
_ oe mie lggee Pape camper tear a as wie 
edged bitterly, thinking evening he'd just spent in 
ac eaps hope of thwarting that bend of greedy jackals. 
“I'm sorry, sir.” 
oshua blinked and looked up, startled to see Jonathon 
ill standing where he had been. He'd thought he'd left 
when he'd told him to. “Go on to bed. I'll study these 
sheets and discuss it further with you in the morning.” 
Jonathon s , reluctant to leave. Was he being 
merely stiff- , he asked himself? He could remem- 


i 


He frowned, stepping forward to re at a point 
sheet. “There.” He cleared 


his throat awkwardly as he spoke, avoiding Joshua’s 
eyes. “That was the figure you first gave me for the 
accounts. But it didn’t tally with individual account 
totals of deposits on hand. It was about eighteen thou- 
sand off. By the time I went down to the vault person- 
ally to check, it was closer to twenty-five. Then just 
this week, it’s changed again. Just over nine thousand 
more if the deposit tallies are accurate.” 

Joshua grunted, trying not to look at the boy who'd 
stepped to his side. Compromising. That in itself, he 
guessed, a terrible, painful effort. He knew suddenly, 
Srleerip 0s if God had.cold bien, that Jonathon Penley 
hadn't touched that money, wouldn't have if he were 
starving. “You have dates for any of these?” he ques- 
tioned in a carefully neutral voice. “It might help us 
know who's doing it.” 
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, Shaking his head. ‘Us.’ “Not 
ifically. But I can give the week, maybe, on 
is.” He gestured to the middle one. “April Sth, about.” 
Joshua nodded, putting the date in mentally. There 
or enti wabonmnes. Ele sighed bending, che shout 
not su . He ‘ 
back to Jonathon. “I'm tired, son. I'm not as y as 
you are. Let's work on it some more tomorrow, ! 
we? I'll have the guard at the vault doubled for the next 
few days as a precaution.” 

Jonathon nodded, hearing dismissal in the older man’s 
voice, this time ready to obey it. He murmured a - 
"2 onan rarer ig Aiea suddenly aware of how 

usted he truly was. The last thing on his mind as 
he fell asleep though was not Bonnie, as it had been for 
the past ten days, not what hope or lack of it the doctors 
had offered that day, but the balance sheets that refused 
to balance. Who besides Joshua Courtland would have 
access to the Courtland Bank vaults? 


Elinor read Hadley’s letter that Roland H had 
given her. His men brought it back from Virginia 
when they'd left behind twenty crates of brand new 
breech-loading rifles, just south of the Maryland border. 
Mosby's Confederacy they were calling it now, that 

rt of pe between the Rapidan River north to 

land. He'd been promoted again. And he and his 
force of about two hundred men continually harried the 
Yankee troops west in the Valley—where Sigel was 
finally making a move—and east toward Richmond. 

The rangers’ legitimate function of harassing commu- 
nications and disrupting supply lines was only one small 
part of Mosby's activities. He also kept a vital lifeline 
open to the North for black-market guns, ammunition, 
drugs, and other necessities of Confederate survival. 
The war against such illas turned briefly vicious 
earlier in oe A sr 36 sree come 
authorizing the hanging without trial of any Rebel ca’ 
behind Union lines, wearing a Union silfort caught 
in the act of making war against the Federal government. 
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Chase had not followed that ‘suggestion’ when he'd 
commanded at Blytheswood. Setereh legitimate Con- 
shee ome aap tine nephonlbaeesied uniforms these 

out of eter naked, sometimes. 


ers, burned wagon and railroad trains, 
captured, killed, on mutilated sentries and 
couriers. It was only symptomatic of the la war and 
oa ugly turn it taken. Confederate command 
morally aghast at such activities. But turned a 

blind eye, weg too badly what the raiders provided. 
That suited Elinor. Mosby's little empire was the 


easiest way to trade guns for money—lots of it. Hadle 
- reported over ninety thousand in cash aready—gold, 
this 


not CSA paper currency that was being 


at a horrendous rate. Hadley wrote of missing 
her. Of aoe feted in Richmond, but of the shortages 


uent lack of life’s amenities. Elinor 
See tce-is-soae oored andl eeeticas on Horde 
The Confederates had their part of the 
Cotton for Hadley’s mills had been slipping out of cw 
Orleans all this spring. But Elinor no intention of 
Jetting anyone quit yet. This was far wrk Me aS As 
far as she was concerned, it was phy y impossible 
to become too rich. 

She'd had to wait tonight. Roland ge Saige hadan 
earlier supper meeting to attend first n he'd met 
with her to assure her of the success of the last fora 

her her husband's letter, and take the money for 
next shipment, She'd momentarily considered feveld cual 
ing a play for Hodges—she was that . But he was 
fat and old. She wasn’t that desperate yet. Pity the 
handsome young Rebel sharing the house wasn't more 
fun. 


Well, maybe another time, she thou a re aon 
when her father wasn't around. She 
a bit harder then. stiagulcovecg tidvelaate 


259 


the 
balmy, still, mid-May air, puffed at the curtains by the 
open window. Stewart trimmed the wick of a small 
lamp the desk clerk had lent him to li igs Neg 


nasa flights of the S 's stairs pitch 
hallway. with its fading flowered wallpaper, and opened 
the door og pa 

“Stewart?” Leanna rolled over slowly, eu, 2 her 
eyes. For a moment, it confused her—the en intru- 
sion of light, her husband's presence. Then she remem- 
bered. He had returned. They had the Yankees 
then. She sat up with a beginning , feeling relief 
bloom sweet as the summer's first rose. He half turned 
at her word and her smile froze as quickly as it had 
come. Dark stains shadowed one side of his gray coat. 
“Stewart, you're hurt!” 

“No, I—" Stewart caught her hand as she reached up 
toward him. He glanced down as if and 
to frown. “Oh, this. It must be J.E.B. ’s." He spoke 
gy}: slurring the words, It was an effort to think at 
all. “He took a mortal wound in the fighting. We brought 
him back to Richmond with us.” 

Leanna froze, her hand limp within her husband's. 
She only stared at him, faintly confused, hoping this 
was another bad dream. “Not the General!” 


to stop ‘ 
Tavern, just a handful of miles away. General Stuart 
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took a bullet in his stomach. The fighting was exception- 


eer. 

. no!” A ion of the South would die with 
J.E.B. Stuart. Just as Robert E. Lee epitomized the 
mature Southern aristocrat—morally faultless, abound- 
ing in dignity and quiet courtesy—J.E.B. Stuart embodied 
aif that was best in the South's young men. Daring to 
the point of recklessness, placing before material 
advantage, chivalrous, dashing, gallant, heroic. She'd 
saat Mrs. Stanndard’s one night, once or twice at 
the Davises’. Charming, witty, -natured, proud! 
determined. facie Ba ae Gr Ft0d God, even. 
they finally won the war, would they have anything of 
value left? 

Stewart was fumbling at his coat buttons, his fingers 
clumsy with fatigue. Leanna watched him in the darkness, 
finally reaching one hand up toward him. “Here, let me 
help.” She could Courtland out of her 

ts most of the time, but he was always there, in 
one dark corner of her soul. It made her twice as atten- 
tive in ways like this, ver Seg make it up to Stewart, 
somehow, for loving him than she should. “You 
look exhausted.” meenigach i gently, reaching to brush 
at the streak of dirt with her finger tips. “Have you 
? Or eaten anything since you left? 
¢ shook his head, shrugging his jacket off as she 
finished with the buttons. “ was no time.” 

“T'll go down and find something for you in the hotel 
kitchen.” 

“No, don't bother. I'll now, Eat in the morning.” 

Leanna hesitated, then . deciding not to argue. 
She reached to touch his hand before extinguishing the 
low ing lamp, felt him flinch and glanced down in 
the semi . “Your hand?” 

“Only a scratch . . .” 

She feaned across him to turn the lamp up higher. 


“They still won't abandon Ri . won't 
leave ... they won't listen to anyone trying to tell 
them .. .” Stewart spoke in a murmur, as if to 


himself. “The President thinks we must keep Richmond, 
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defend it any longer, we barely stopped the Yankee 
cavalry saiete. and now we've Stuart. We've been 


can't beat the Yankees in a stand-up slugging match. 
y've got too many men, too many weapons. Our 
onl is small groups with high mobility. Stonewall 
po es should have taught them that, to strike and 
move, use the terrain we're familiar with to our advantage. 
Look what he did in the Valley that year, with sixteen 
Soon inst si . But P iappesmacg cals 
move itol. He's going to tie army down 
Dore, jatiachies, likes Kadel a an 
Leanna felt a whisper of cold fear touch her heart. 
pew gerne nage Sion mond. It's become the very center 
He interru her as if she hadn't been speaki at 
ot, oe epee sion on. the President's stefie ex 
Military Adviser.” He spoke if he had remembered he 
had ing else to say and was running out of time 


was concealed. For a moment, she could nothing. 
She slid over to let Stewart lie down, sitting beside him 





“Well, that’s fine, Stewart,” she managed finally. She 
even forced a smile, but it was lost in the darkness. “I've 
ne temewebe ir trig eer 

his eyes with a frown. “No. You'll 


“Resin smile faded. “I pee 


't want to stay with his family. - 
cally strangers for one 'd only ever met them 
once. And then, to be y frank, she hadn’t much 


"d have preferred a th Carolinian, or 
failing that, a Georgia or Louisiana belle. Someone from 


Stewart sighed and reached for her hand in the 
darkness. “Don’t pout, Leanna, please, not tonight.” 
Silence answered and he frowned. “Leanna, 
concession It’s only a question of time 
he ee gaphon pembaetae Maco? cpap 


mogpapane aber ng meant to have there. “I've 
gotten space for you on a train tomorrow. I'll see you 


There seemed nothing else to say. She lay back down 
beside him in the darkness, listening to his breathing as 
shea area . She was trying hard not to be 


g 
HE 
Be 


Scknstueatadr"Aeteng-arvon beak davai 


eae cue eee obey all the rules . 
He'd been dnt Seo it then. Flow 

had he known <tr Abeer dame tng ore 

who had known him for ? She wondered sudden! 


what Stewart would do if she didn't obey all the rules. [f 
she defied him, for instance, and returned to Bl 
wood? To her astonishment, something like fear rose as 
her answer. 


Leanna took her seat in the crowded car, listening to 
the sounds of coal eye we into the front ; 
pees 28 resin The green and fabric 
coveri donk Vive wera ohtcagia ta a dozen 

Aisi as iaboass oebe toclearor toardet erat 
overhead iron | sportier 
sige eatty «2.atapeedommab esa A 
was | to even be on a train, she decided silently. 
Most of the few remaining cars had been detailed to 


pon te eet Sue meena nn, mere emteee “The 


ing silver track. Charleston, she t. She regretted 

SauiSsyilt tc ands rcs Perctek a is morn- 

ing with Stewart about it. What could he have done if 
ns Leannal™ Seeuraet eae denly, h 

tewart a sud , hurrying down 

the narrow aisle. The car rocked mcevidediton and he 

ee ee leaning into it for 

balance reached one hand out toward her. “Come 
on, Leanna. Before the train begins to move.” 

¢ in the car stared curiously at them. 

Leanna didn’t care. She was conscious only of an enor- 


all. She pulled hurriedly at the wide hoops of the skirt 
she had wedged into the narrow seat space. The young 
man next to her to his feet to give her more 
room. His ed salute caught her eye 
“Colonel ton, hello. Going t Charlewon?” 
Seaenl plotted a sobs ton The man looked 
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shoulder to see the young lieutenants eyes still on them, 
and managed a quic le of thanks, wondering briefl 
Shavke-cniet be thinking: It wouldn't have hurt Seow 


we get down there . . .” 
Leanna barely had time to nod. Stewart turned and 
‘d though ly clasped hi . At his t 
pain, she remembered to look down at it. “Stewart, I 
foes that hand tended to.” 
oilers . I felt | ought to be there.” 
bit her lip, nodding. “I'll tend to it then. As soon 

as we—” 

“The President wants to see me. We'll have to go 
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ais aTmmeedene. gree before he bent gallantl 
in a bow. i . she we 
. I know I've heard that name before. . . . 

“Ah, such lovely women you Confederates possess.” 
Usually Hadley didn’t mean that. He'd been disap- 
i pratiniligs 44 ‘nates, tp: farted: Souther bulhee 
gly as toads, half 

“Yes. But this afternoon it seems.” Stewart hesitated, 


ing toward Leanna. He could leave his wife mo- 
mentarily in the English lord’s care while he hailed a 


cab on the street outside, but she was ing at the 
man ly, too closely to suit him. “If you'l 
me, dir, Tne a bit of a just now. My wife and | 


have to find a cab for the ident’s mansion.” He 
i cabs eiee rine a pe omg ao 
managed a farewell smile, givi ing to 
place the name, The man didn’t seem at al famibar 
was sure she'd never met him, and she was more 
concerned with her own thoughts j 
hurried her on, she kept her chin high and worked at 
not showing her thoughts on her . She'd felt a 
moment of genuine joy in the train car when she'd first 
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Chapter Eighteen 





hoot and 
insects vibrate. The air is heavy with humidity and the 
faint, elusive scents of ia, camellia, roses, and 


hati nee ge tea , and the creak of 

rope. little silence there was to a Georgia night, 
the bugle call shattered at three-thirty A.M. sharp. In 
the darkness, Chase Courtland rolled from his camp 
bed, reaching for his boots as he opened his eyes. It was 
habit by now and no great accomplishment. How many 
midnight reveilles had he answered in just this way? 
There was a little moonlight coming in the flap of the 
tent—that helped some. It showed his spurs in a gleam 
of dull gilt and he reached to strap them on over his 
boots. New Hope Church, May 25th. Johnston wasn't 
giving way to the Union advance like he had at Dalton, 
then , then Casswille and finally Allatoona Pass. 
New Hope Church was more defendable. The Confed- 


It would be a fight then. Sloppy, sharp, likely 
protracted—Sherman was determined to go straight 
ahead. Chase reached for his revolver and tightened the 
cL aghanaea cep ceegtesier sas taka Aa A moment 
later, he was bending over for his saddle, hoisting it up 
over his . the familiar smell of horse and 
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ance. 

i Lares bizarre behavior could become nor- 
malcy after three years of war. Hardly anyone 5 
Sethe ig tintack seceded wo nicki vitlnighe ings. 
Men appeared mostly dressed, incredibly awake. 
and hardtack helped. The battalion formed in the shad- 
owed darkness with a minimum of confusion. A staff 
officer cantered by, returning a silent salute a few min- 
utes later, checking to be sure all troops were in correct 
positions before returning to General Sherman. 

Chase watched the crisp, black silhouette of the offi- 
cer disappear back into vaguer darkness and glanced 
over his shoulder at the men of his own command. 
Only one of the battalion had come along with 
him from the Shenandoah. He'd put them directly be- 
hind him. He knew Captain Grier and even most of the 
enlisted men—they were used to him and vice versa. 

‘d learned to recognize his voice shouting orders 
above the din of battle confusion, and the other three 
troops could follow the center's lead. So all was well. 
Captain Grier saw his major’s habitual ttle check 
piyaciibed in the darkness, saluting that all was in 
readiness. 

Chase turned back in the saddle, surveying the slowly 
graying field below where long lines ps infentry were 

. Behind him a horse stamped, a canteen jingled. 
te his left a hundred yards, the regimental battle flag 
snapped once in a gust of warm wind. They were 
normal sounds and he paid them no attention. Hurry 
up and wait. It was the army's way, the curse of a few 
commanders who fouled up their orders, a crucial unit 
that had failed to be properly assigned. Confusion more 
than glory was the war's real companion, all the recruit- 
i and newspaper accounts aside. 

e let his thoughts drift to Leanna as he often did 


from it as he ducked under the tent flap without 
pheckwud 
Amazing 
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, the realization of the war ing, the 


Its conception slipping away in the bitterness 

armies. Bri y after that, he'd 
feared living. Feared endless ition of the hell of 
battle, of meaningless killing, with no end and no worth- 


p 
1 


dl, 
i 
: 
. 


t Ne itcaten ta blaslaeie-pocas, 
killed, someone would tell her it had been 
it wasn't Susan's picture he looked at at these 
Susan's face he saw engraved within his 
t was rosea. ere at ww nga beautiful 
, which found initially surprising. It 
pahiebacitaie licked 
curved her . or that peculiar set of her 
she to frown. Moments he had 
noted at the time, but now, despite 
+ Maintained an incredibly powerful 
n to wonder after a dozen 
whether it was quite nor- 
i remember her as he did, to feel so 
ly about a woman he would never see again, a 
woman he probably should never have seen at all. He 
wondered whether he was in love, or insane. 
He smiled wryly at the idea and shrugged. Insane 
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had nothing, essentially, against except different color 
uniforms and different ideas about how they all ought 
to govern themselves? 


had mattered much anymore. When there had been a 
kind of bleak recklessness raging within him and noth- 
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cause there was nothing else to ppp 
it in some strange way w Fy. calle eghng sang 
forever. Not that lovi egg gk Quite 
_cseaceing peviternary heard written or sung about it, 
no one described love the way he'd found it to be. 
Less a joy than a hunger. A relentless, ever-aching need 
for her. A quiet strength that could turn to a swelling 
of terrible anguish, a desperate 
Seicis senil Soe: heens.. Xet,, penversels he cherished it as 
he cherished nothing else, the pain notwithstanding 
Overhead, dark clouds began to obscure the faint 
light. rene heavier, ominously still. A thunder- 
storm ga “with a frown kore 
a frown 


train mp yet My con 
Leanna gve up tying to seep and fanned esl wt 
ow did the native Geor 


a poe tig bagels pecans rag cy abe 
vg ney newclagiad apt eae and August 
Seade her, Stewart was esonth old cony of 
Southern Illustrated News. He'd smiled a but 
comphgpecrlbsd ng Rated * isc '9 ncen cal did 
out of habit—and . They'd been weeks on 


more than it moved, all t Luckily, from 
Stas thie'd seen of i, as 2 tate. Low 
mountains in the north, ills. The 
earth she'd ever seen, aware arp bon 
Virginia west of Richmond. Pines and hardwoods, a 
lege aicleaggiy faciph msgatagas pave lpm 
spring blossoms. Acre after acre of cotton fie! 
bacco growing, peach orchards and peanut vines, a few 
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morning s pha ina i meer sire Fe 


pr anh nl a a hry th 


the wa dies ditin anon semis his Grebiticgth inher 
as starch eit emetaay convulsively over Stewart's 


What is it, Leanna?” 

The Yankee officer turned even as Stewart 
she shook her head, He ge a “Nothing, 

I—I was just startled, seeing him 
her gaze, moving restlessly in his 
seat, “Oh.” He smiled grimly, watching the retreating 
station. “Just a Yankee prisoner. No need to fear him. 
He's unarmed. And opera by three Confederates. 


Kind of a = Sat sually it's the other 
way around, oO are ape Sm weaponless and 
cuinasibered.” 


Leanna's racing heart was finally slowing, the blood 
draining back into her ashen face. She managed a nod. 

“Probably on his way to Andersonville Prison,” Stew- 
art spoke in a satisfied tone, smiling faintly. “You might 
see some others along the this 
The station disa behind the train Small farms 
lined the track again. Leanna finally trusted her voice to 
speak, and reached to touch her husband's sun-browned 
hand. She forced a smile, and nodded to a deep red, 
furrowed field outside the train’s dust-smeared window. 
“Look, Stewart . . . w their farm in this terrible 
heat...” Two women a man bent over hoes, a 
young child walked behind, hand scattering seed. “Ma 
that will be us someday. After the war. If the Yankees 
should win.” 

Stewart frowned instantly, unamused. “No, Leanna. 
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I don’t intend to do that the rest of my life, so 1 don't 
intend to let the Yankees win.” 


chill. 

“Co ighton?” An aged, uniformed train 
hurried down the car aisle, apprehension written plainly 
on his wrinkled face. He waved a telegram paper in one 


there, Yankees may be—” 

‘t your instructions to get this train into Adanta?” 
Stewart snapped impatiently, his blue eyes flashed. 
“Aren't you carrying supplies and ammunition for 
Johnston's army?” 

“Yes, sir, seg HAY vA ‘ - 
- aren't liable to do him muc’ if you 
etl wrong side of the Yankee fie, arcduy? 


The looked startled. “Yes, sir, but by the time 
we 


the station at speed. Even if they're holding it 
then, the Yaak will have a difficult time ayiee cd 
a locomotive going full steam.” 
ut they might derail—” 
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“We'lt: just’ have'to hope ‘they. "won't ‘think: of ‘thet, 
won't we?" 
The guard flushed again but nodded, saluting 


Leanna dldioa ying Momo. yr am rita 


and ve ones. She'd learned that by watching 
fo esate tie oe pronto Learned what made 
a good officer. Funny, she thought. She hadn't realized 
bre tah ape ae Stewart turned and glanced at her 
almost apologetically. “Sorry. Looks like the heat may 
not be our only concern.” 
S vat eeke fase. sey. giving ole strange look he 
tewart smiled faintly, givi t 
sometimes did, as if d A mg whether to take her opin- 
ion seriously. “You'll sta dowajdlcet ofthe windows 
there's any shooting. I'd better stay here with you, I 
think.” He unsna the holster of his Le Mat revolver 
and drew it out, drawing the hammer back, flicking a 


chamber with one fi to check its Joad as the 

der tarnied: Wie glanced ip sicisfied. sla os the pi 
They were now. “Don't you worry, Leanna. 
1 won't let the Yankees 


Leanna said nothi Secchi totsened tae sie 
wasn't afraid, sold hove reminded him she'd spent a 
long winter surrounded by Yankees and no con- 
sidered them all first cousin to the boogie man. But she 
didn’t. It made her think of Chase—too much made her 
ae ot Chase. She kept silent for fear of betraying 
Stewart's smile faded as the second station flew 
the train windows. Two more, he counted mentally. 
He gestured her away from_the window as a distant 
bor sounded ahead of the Thunder? Or cannon? 
He frowned, no to act nonchalant for 
Leanna’s sake. He iabcked aa thick glass window 
out with the revolvers butt, then turned_it in his 
to cock the hammer. The way things were going, this 
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be the last train to Atlanta from this direction. 
hoped to hell the Yankees didn’t think to try to fire 
station if they held it. The powder in the fourth car 
Id ae bomb. For himself, he didn’t care. 


captured by Yankees would be worse. But he 
Leanna somewhere else—Charleston, where 


$a 


a 
were . 
ose been. oe he tapes Maem Mn 
choose een a responsibility to her, and a responsibil- 
ity to win this damn war any way he knew how. 
Johnston had to have this train! 


Chase’s battalion was ordered into the fight with shock- 
ing suddenness. A staff officer appeared, screaming and 
eg disappearing again in a puff of artillery smoke. 
The Rebels had made a reckless counter attack from 
their entrenched position. The Federal infantry had 
wavered, and begun to crumble. The cavalry to 
break Confederate momentum. Their own infantry 
needed time to regroup. It was a suicidal assignment for 
cavalry to go against infantry's massed firing power, but 
that was war. Chase didn’t question the order, just 
spurred his horse forward. For a moment, all was scream- 
ing confusion on the field. Thunder and artillery fire 
boomed together overhead. Acrid smoke drifted across 
the meadow in long black wisps. Revolvers cracked and 
sabers swished and fell, sometimes with a cold ring of 
metal returning metal, sometimes with a meaty thud 
that left blood on silver blades. Horses screamed and 
some fell, the shrill yip of the Rebel yell punctuated the 
Union cry of ‘Charge’ and the brassy notes of the bugle. 
The gray line halted, bracing itself to meet the shock of 
collision with galloping cavalrymen, then dissolved into 
a milling, ing open brawl on the storm darkened 
field. Only a.dozen yards behind the last Confederate 
trench, an outdated steam locomotive rattled on uneven 
track. It flew through the rear of the melee with only a 
single shrill shriek of a whistle to mark its passing. 
Chase ly even saw it. 

Leanna watched cautiously from a window corner as 
the battle appeared with incredible abruptness—a shrub- 
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‘covered hill, a stretch of open land, a single fence 4 
cad tbls mates ts Aastra Seagng mae loko 
together in a fight to the death. The sound of it erupted 


in the storm-dark sky. The rain 
slashing waves, falling sideways in a sudden gust of 
wind, nk God, Chase thought. It would help them 
get the hell out of there. 

Leanna blinked involuntarily against the blinding flash, 
startled by it, not realizing what it was until rain began 
to pelter the roof of the car and wet the windows. Chase 
Courtland , a by only half a hundred yards from 
her, taking his command back to the dubious shelter of 
the scrub-covered hill. Leanna never saw him, She had 
turned to watch Stewart instead. His handsome face 
was contorted in a frown of apprehension as lightening 
flashed again closer to the speeding train. If it hit the 


powder... . 

He jerked from his stand at the window, running for 
the doorway to call an order to the engineer. They were 
through the battle now, out of that danger. But with the 
storm, even if lightning didn’t hit the explosives, water 
on the tracks could make such speed suicidal. Leanna 
watched in confusion as he forced open the car door and 
reached for the iron hand hold to jump the treacherous 
hitch. The words of his shouted order were lost in the 
roar of more thunder. She glanced back to the window 
but by now, the battle was only a distant, water 
blur the trees. From what little she see, it 


Yankees were retreating. A i sigh ft. 
TEcer cae bel Gr loon Son tone 

congratulatory smile as he raised one hand to brush the 
rain off his hair. “Next stop, Atlanta.” he assured her. 
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He smiled wider and leaned over the seat to give Leanna 
a quick kiss. It was a most uncharacteristic gesture for 
Stewart and touched her very deeply. She raised her 
hand to link her fingers through his, squeezing them 
and ing a very genuine smile in return. “Well done, 
Colonel Leighton. Very well done, indeed.” 


Jonathon had loosened his tie and unbuttoned the 
stiff, starched collar of his shirt as he read the early June 
Sunday paper. He laid it aside now with a frown, 
laying his head back against the hard, hand-carved cherry 
of the Chippendale settee. Then he closed his eyes 
wearily. Was everyone's private world as eouiplicatad. as 
his own had become? Did everyone in the world walk, 
talk, sleep and breathe with this many secret thoughts 
churning through their minds? Was everyone bedeviled 
by a thousand hidden anxieties, a thousand unanswered 
questions? Was everyone essentially unknown to another, 
existing in worlds no one else could begin to fathom, 
only pretending as a ritual courtesy that any one man 
could truly begin to know another? 

There were so man room. Shed get te ot = 
The — lem. questions of who, how, why? 
How it become Jonathon’s personal responsibilt 
anyway? Why should he feel he owed it to an vuered 
to solve questions plaguing someone else? Didn't he 
have enough problems of his own? Leanna, Where was 
she? Richmond, maybe? How deeply had she been 
involved with the guerrilla ambush on the Federal troops? 
Blytheswood and Cool Spring. Angus, and Jewel, the 
Valley, the War. 

According to the newspapers, a virtual slaughter in 
eastern View. Twenty owen’ Yankees ee the 
Wilderness battle alone. More at Spotsylvania. Seven 
thousand in a half hour at Cold Harbor early this week. 
Northern editorials called Grant a butcher. But he was 
forcing Lee's Army of Northern Virginia back, mile by 
bloody mile, toward Richmond. Relentless, inexorable, 


“ope pe Jonathon guessed. Lee might delay him; 
he never defeat him. Let the Federals lose or 
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And . 
toward Atlanta, the CSA's major city. Si 
had moved eke Be Shenandoah V and gotten 
Breckinridge on the fifteenth of 
May at the Bushong farm in New Market—less than a 


fourteen-year-olds, not even shaving yet, dying in a war 
Jonathon knew pratecnig eps for dhe South... 
Hunter now, replacing the i igel, moving down 
the Valley, Ra burning pay went. Cool Spring 
and-Blytheswood were both virtually abandoned in his 


th, the spring crops not planted, a whole year lost 
erie if he could = tomorrow to tend to them—which 


brought home from the hospital only a few hours before, 
today after church. Sleeping now with her mother in 
the dayroom, absurdly aaa in the Courtland’s bor- 
rowed ee And Elinor, Lady i . Amuse- 
ment and a dangerous secret gleaming in her green eyes 
whenever she looked at him. God hg cae what she 
was liable to say or do. Now, with Whitney here, he 
could only pray she would have the decency to— 
“Jonathon?” 


He jerked, startled at the light touch of a woman's 
hand on his shoulder, bolting upright and turning on 
the seat. 

“Oh, | didn’t mean to startle you a gong with- 
drew her hand with an apologetic smile. “I su I 
shouldn't have disturbed pth — 

“No, no, I was just a million miles away.” Jonathon’s 
smile was genuine, relieved, and he moved over on the 
os raising his ee his wife next to him. 
“I thought you were ing.” 

“I was. Fen I sae an aad I was lonely for you.” 
She sat down with grateful adoration shining in her soft 
gray eyes. How handsome Jon was. How dearly she 


278 


| 


loved him. And marveled that he seemed to love her so 
dearly in return, when she seemed to offer onl 
Cook Spring ss Lesnan hall Blythewsrood 

ro take over ing as nna 4 
so competently, so easily. “I'm sorry if I in 23 
“You interrupted nothing,” he asured her, tening 
his arm around her shoulders. He turned his head to 
brush her chestnut hair with a kiss. “You're feeling all 
. >" 
“Fine,” she smiled. “And Bonnie took the trip well. 
What were you thinking about?” 
“A million things.” He shook his head, then smiled 
wider, ing to back to her. “I guess I shouldn't 
say that, s 1? Women want to think we men only 
think about them. I was, too. At least partially.” 
“Only one thought out of a million? 
“Two or three, ee a a. aan 
meeting her eyes and holding them for an instant. 
_ Desire flashed momentarily in them and Whitney felt 
her own heart ing quicker in instinctive response. 
It had been a , long time. “Have you decided yet 
about going home?” 
Jonathon’s smile faded slightly. “No. The bank prob- 
ee perceived Sit: ee ata Se rae 
way I'm taking you and the children back to the Valley 
when there are Yankee armies crawling all over it.” 

i turned her head suddenly, listening, then 
rose quickly to her feet. “Someone's home. | hear a 


“And I hear Bonnie.” Jonathon rose with her. “Are 
you ready to hire a wet nurse? | could ask Mrs, Eaton 
to—" 


“No.” Whitney more sharply than she'd meant 
a to mellow it oem ete — 
not uer a secret su i t until she 
was sure the baby would live, she had to nurse her 
herself—feed Bonnie her own desperate determination 
that she must live. It sounded insane, even to her, 
“Another week, Jon, if you wouldn't mind at night. 
She's growing so well.” 
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had let down ‘le-had. begun to show oe dark green 
dress. Jonathon stayed to gather the bank papers he'd 
_ begun ing on for tomorrow's board meeting. “I'll 
be right in, Whit. You don’t mind, do you?” 

course not. I'll leave the door untocked.” 

He frowned as he glanced at the bank sheets. He and 
Joshua had agreed not to mention the missi money at 
the meeting tomorrow. For all Joshua about the 
board members, the Courtland family: really conned he 
aa percent of it, anyway. No reason to stir 
up trouble, especially when was no explanation 
yet. Who besides Joshua could get inea' the vault 

ied? Probably the Courtland sons when they 
been here. But one was dead. The other was down 
in Georgia. 

“Lady Benni rg Jonathon spoke a greeting curtly 


as she entered “If you'll excuse me, I was 
yust e.4" 

“Your wife sleeping?” , 

How did she ma to make even that innocent 


question an invitation? Jonathon flushed slightly, frown- 
ing. Ms sah oas waiting for me in her veectes 
Is she jent ?” Elinor enjoyed baiting him 
almost as walk 16 deo hare have enjoyed a er em of 
his services in bed. Denied one, she would take the 
other. “It’s a lovely day to play outside. Croquet, or 
some other game.” She ran her mpentieey down his 
arm, feeling quick tension in those Jean, strong muscles. 
“Excuse me.” Jonathon turned, walking away to her 
soft la He bent over the table to ick up the " 
y frowning in startled . Elinor. 
daughter. If her brothers would have access to the vault, 
wouldn't she? God no, it would kill her father,” he 
thought at the same instant. Please God, make it anyone 
but her, 


cae gaanegee Adar forced herself to turn 
around and tiptoe silently back to her room. She had 
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shoulder and he kissed her hair softly as he watched her 

changing Bonnie's wet gown. “I love you, Whit.” 
She bit her li inst tears that threatened in her 
oakind. “I know, Jon. I love you, too.” She 


find a wet nurse for Bonnic. “Are you sleeping down- 
stairs with me tonight, Jon?” She didn’t need to look at 
him as she spoke. She felt the pressure of his hand on 
her shoulder tighten slightly, felt his heart against her 
back increase its beat. 

FI aby sure it's not too soon. . .” 

smiled, turning her head to catch his darkening 

eyes, thinking it was an ironic choice of words. 

“Yes, I'm sure,” she murmured softly. “It’s not a 
moment too soon.” 


“I know Stanton and Seward side with us, but tha 
damn ‘rail splitter’ has the final say and he'll hamstring 
us eventually—you mark my - 

Joshua concealed a smile of bitter satisfaction, only 
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nodding in what others could assume was disapproval of 
Sr ae. Tn em protect the wayward South- 
ern states. Thank God for the President, thought. A 
rare and ie genius. 

“But I have news that may mitigate that fact.” Roland 
Hodges enjoyed the i silence of surprise that 
followed. He picked a letter up from the table and 
waved it—a touch of sheer suitcdcoam. Even Joshua 
stared at him expectantly. “A little note to cheer us all. 
The President is not a well man. So says one who ought 
to k ” 


Joshua willed his wzs to — = — un- 
changed, sent a er of fervent vens, 
and oo Hodges's Jenetonaniatas. He glanced 
sharply at the letter he held, d y curious. All he 
could see was the seal of the ar Department on it, 

of its address at 17th and Pennsylvania Avenue. 
ton? Eckert? Baker, maybe, Stanton’s chief of se- 
cret investigations. 

“He te amg by the day,” Hodges read from 
the paper with a smile. “More easily fatigued, head- 
aches more common. As he sits now in a Cabinet meet- 
ro he soos his raised foot trembles quite noticeably. 

squinting, too, of his left eye increases . . .” 

“Squinting and trembling.” One man snorted in 
exasperation. “Neither is terminal.” 

A murmur of assent rippled around the table. Hodges 
frowned, piqued. 

“But a disease of some sort, maybe. These may be 
symptoms of that.” 

“I thought we had decided to support Lincoln's 
renomination. Isn't the convention convening tomorrow? 
A bit late now to switch horses, isn't it?” 

“If he is ill, that would only be to our benefit, wouldn't 
it?” Joshua spoke coolly, ing feigned unconcern. 
Fy pretty Llorly ena matey ser 
would be to control things.” 

“Stanton told me he favors military occupation of the 
South. Government in perpetuity of martial law. 
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“I wish he were running for President.” 
“He may, in essence, be—if Lincoln is actually failing,” 


— ag out. 

“But Seward won't tolerate Stanton's maser ten, 08 

“Then give Seward the war with England he’s 
wanting so dreadfully. He’s only } of Stanton's 
_steascuanoag, “Hs elt ea e'd like a war in bis 
department. We'll need one somewhere eventually 
mnyeey- It’s only good sr gees 

zive our unem iers something to do.” 
Someone chuckled La 

“I must point out, gentlemen—not in any attempt to 

burst your bubble—but we haven't won this one yet.” 
joshua managed a smile, drinking a huge swallow of 

y before he spoke. Sick. That's what it made him. 
Every time he had to attend one of these damn meetings. 
He'd almost skipped tonight's, deciding after these 
months that the coalition was mired in its own v 
interests, unable to be the unified—and hence truly 
dangerous—force he'd first feared they’d be. Only a 
collection of selfish, quarrelsome old men. But now, oh 
God, what if Lincoln were really ailing? 

“My son is in Georgia just now—finding the CSA far 
from beaten. What say we repledge our su to 
renominate the President simply because he has the best 
chance of getting the South conquered just now. See 
how things go before the election this fall?” 

“Ah, true, Joshua.” Henry nodded, smiling almost 
pour at his friend. “You're invaluable to us, you 

Ww. You level-headed bankers.” 

“Renominate Lincoln.” 

Hands rose quickly around the table. There was no 
reason to bother counting—it wasn't close. 

“Same time, two weeks from now?” 

Joshua nodded as the others did, already rising to his 
feet and making his farewells. Most would stay, smoke 
a cigar or two, drink brandy and play cards. He never 
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doorman called the carriages. But the 


=o 


in his mind lay unspoken until he'd clim 

elegant new and rity ep the black- 
: Spring-lock door behind him. “God, don’t let 

us lose Lincoln.” he murmured then, closing his eyes 

and his head. “If we do, we lose the whole war. 

No one has the power to stop Stanton and the 


penny out of it. Union will be as lost as if we'd 
never fought at all. Don't let that happen, God, not 
after all we've given to try to prevent it. 

After all /’ve given to try to prevent it, he t. 
My oldest son, maybe my younger one as well. t 
seemed like it t to be enough. But if it weren't, 
God could take him too. It wasn’t maudlin. It wasn't 
rene, ing. Joshua was used to the debits and credits of 
banking. ¢ assumed God worked the same way. 


Chapter Nineteen 





— Chase, I a ~ 
usan glanced up, startled, guiltily folding the letter 
she held. She made herself stop. Made sane? look him 
in the eye instead as she nodded. “Yes, it is.” 

Doc shrugged and turned away. “He's well, I 


Yes.” 

“Coming home on leave?” 

There was a heartbeat’s silence. Susan put the letter 
away. “No, at least he doesn't say so. It’s a terrible fight 
down there, Roger. He says the army, or some portion 
of it at least, has fought almost every day. I'm worried 
about him. | can't pretend I'm not.” 

“Why should you pretend anything?” Doc Lacey's 
eyes flashed bitterness. “You're his fiancée still, aren't 
you? You ought to worry about the man you're going to 


“Roger, please!” Susan turned away and blinked once 
at gathering tears. He said hardly anything—at least by 
words. But, every day, for months now, she had read 
hurt and anger in his eyes. “He thanked me for the 
picture. He said he carried it into the last fight.” 

He may our face in a picture, m Susan, 
but not in his hare. Leanna Leighton that place. 
Fools, he accused bitterly. The world is lated by 
them, and you're as great a one as any. But he hadn't 
told her before. He didn’t tell her now. He wondered if 
he ever would. What if he hurt her for no reason? What 
if Chase Courtland died in Georgia and never came 
home to marry her? 

m eeioagions s pctece tines 2. wenkd kane shometen i 
single tear dropped. Susan brushed it away, pre- 
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tending it was from the heat. “The poor men in the 
“They ate.” He glanced her and his anger slow! 
are.” He at i 

faded. Yo her high-ccked: dark-blue dress, she couldn 
be comfortable, cither. Yet she came every day, and 
worked ungodly hours, as he did. Grant’s butchery this 
spring outside of Richmond had filled every hospital, 
land and sea, to overflowing. And she never com 4 
He did, frequently. “I'll you out later. Hire a boat 
to go out on the Potomac. It’s always cooler there out of 
the city itself, with the water . . . 

Rr cremtwnviertuash caper ie ovamie sri 
from the window's glare. “No, I not. Thank you, 
anyway. 

moved on down the hallway, slender and strong, 
and silent. Doc Lacey sighed looking after her, allowing 
her to gain some distance before he started after her. 
Outside, the newsboys cried the latest rumors of Jubal 

Early’s progress toward the Federal capital. Many of the 
Washiingeos inhabitants were already hysterical enough 
to be moving out of the city. As he stood there, yet 
another ov iage went clattering past. Funny, 
he t, as he to follow Susan back to 
wards. Funny, but he was far less concerned with the 
Rebel menace of Jubal Early than he was the Atlanta 
campaign. He found himself hoping the Confederates 
there would continue to keep the Federal advance to an 
agonized crawl. 


In July, the Georgia sun was blazing hot. Most 
afternoons, Yankees and Rebels alike deans an 


eaethodies, chesslike flanking movements. The Rebels 

withdrew slowly to a nearly i position on 

Kennesaw Mountain. A frontal assault on June 27th had 

been a Federal disaster. After two days of burying dead 

infantry, the Union forces resumed a flanking strategy 
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instead. ech iver defer Johnston withdrew to his 


Adianta. And C dusty, swea 

patrol, got his first aoe teenie 
er eR obvious to everyone 
that Confedera was no man’s 
fool. He would avon ano tation with an over- 
rR y superior Yai Keep them movi 

in their slow, crabli pace iacteede tine aigh sitesanrs 
for one mile forward—wearing themselves and 
their horses out in the ungodly heat. Cavalry General 


the overlong supply line running down from Tennessee. 
deca eg eign es ee a meen 
lapse under its own 

Even if gree — — ring had started too 
promisingly for the ow Sherman was 
nowhere, Grant was stuck outside of rant 
seemingly interminable stalemate with Lee, Hunter had 
been soundly defeated in the Shenandoah Valley by 
General Jubal Early—one of Jackson's old lieutenants— 
and now a Confederate ive was moving north 
down the jer She to menace Washington itself. Union 


at Trevilian Station, onl es after Forrest's sarsky, ot 


not , ’ 
dou Sich Gaatualh Ginay dad aera lace 
eset Delbaere cert nomen ten fon ing, 
an ob a Beatie on 

phia, printed broadsides posted on store 
diel vad pale ee taetased herpes dat oe al 
on and that this was an election year. The 
peamapolee of tials else, either. Jonathan avoided 
ie adeanphnderetiieh-coaibctannteannieabe tat-aiiinas 
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little as possible on either subject. Joshua Courtland’s 
awesome social shielded the Confederate family 


being a stranger in a land, and only Miranda 
had ro nag § the Yankee city as home. 


ane tn ksh eet a fg 


Philadelphia July day. The cobblestoned streets outside 
at F and Market radiated heat in waves. 


starched collar. Now, as Elinor appeared, he reached up 
to rebutton both. 

“Working through the lunch hour?” 

Jonathon shrugged for answer, ing Elinor’s deep 
green gaze with a wry smile. “I've found Yankees seem 
to enjoy lunch better without a Johnny Reb sharing 
their table,” he answered finally, watching her with a 
distant smile, a wary eye. He and she had established a 
ether. ‘Nor fends an understanding each of the 
other. Not friendship exactly. More of a truce. 

“Not this Yankee * Elinor stepped closer. 

He only shrugged. “At least your father should have 
his lunch in peace. We imposed on you already—too 
much.” 

“You haven't imposed on me nearly enough.” Her 
green eyes gleamed with invitation, holding his, 

Jonathon felt involuntary response stirring in his loins. 
He smiled faintly to conceal it even though he knew 
well she knew how she attracted him. “You are, at least, 
honest in your own way, Elinor.” 

“When it suits me.” 

His smile faded. “Yes, I have no doubt of that, either.” 
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MO SD RMR Ty gt he te Why 
"t you aged euaiogen a minute. 


tt Bia llc, sng ote de 


deity. J Jon the bodice of the pale 
seen ge © Se show aoe shadows of high, full 


She turned in the doorway, sniing Ceeregnn Se 
“One thing | know, although you may be too much 
gentleman to admit it, pre bees at WOE BIA OF 
more for you between the sheets than your sweet little 
lady of a wife can. I'll wait.” 

onathon frowned and she smiled wider, stepping out 
cg a eg It was easier now—now 


Go check the bank vault, he ordered himself angrily. 
Get your mind on something else. 

rare nodded as he walked by. Jonathon didn’t 

leasant small talk for a moment as he 

usally did, y_ stooped to scrawl his signature on the 

. Elinor’s lay on the line above. For a second, 


deposits. As sree teeeter a faint whiff of what smelled 
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like a hot summer ni in the South rose 
night deep up. 


He didn’t need to count the currency. He just stood 
peck ying, thee wee sre. Dan 


Siow e coeld ave-eraad fooeee Comins And God 
knew he didn’t want to do that. He wished suddenly 
he'd left for Virginia about this time yesterday, or bet- 
ter yet, never heard the name Courtland. 


Joshua didn’t come back to the bank after lunch. The 
humid heat made his heart pains worse. Jonathon knew 
it must be that. Everyone else had been a ‘headache.’ 
Elinor had met him for supper after that. So Jonathon 


had bided his time, gotten Mandy settled u » and 
waited now in the with brandy the 
few, terrible words he had to say to J 3 


Carriage wheels rattled outside, the sound loud 
the open windows, mixed with the faint, sweet smell of 

summer honeysuckle. Elinor’s soft laugh drifted 
on the warm breeze, puffing the white sheer curtains, 
but she went directly upstairs as she entered. Joshua's 
footsteps came toward the parlor. For a moment, 
Jonathon’s resolve nearly broke, a cold sweat broke out 
reson ge mh dghaenir nearly slipped from 
1 iieatp oa pints t am I going to say? 
none tet ome pobita reba Sth 


nigh, isn’t it? Tien the 

Jonathon nodded. His 
smiled too, reaching for 
even better—at least I remember it that way. Brandy, 
sir?” 

Joshua nodded. He laid his walking stick and tall, 
formal black hat to one side, stepping piggy send 
of Virginia, I had a letter today 
He complains the campaign is too 
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is coher slnexbolag- on apenas ides. It was far 
strained than trying to avoid the subject 

Less chance of an explosive argument, too, than if they 
discussed it seriously. “He also says he's sick to death of 


“If the whole army petra sb I'll write to Presi- 
dent Davis and suggest they manage another crop of 
them.” 


“The CSA works miracles, now?” 

“They have been for years. We've still got Richmond, 
haven't we?” 

“Touché.” Joshua chuckled, sipping his brandy, a 
relaxed smile on his face. 

Jonathon — at him and took a breath. It's 
about your daughter, sir, that beautiful you see 
only with a ro were father's eyes. She's the one taking 


just this afternoon that I've never ie 
financial arrangement with—" 

“Joshua, I've something | must tell you.” Jonathon 
“age saomcnore tr teppei, (ted ke nit 
The older man blinked, startled his age began to 
show suddenly on his face. For a moment, silence was 
loud. In that instant, Jonathon's resolve broke. To the 
sudden fear in the older man’s eyes, he managed a faint 
smile. An apologetic shrug. “I was telling your daughter 
earlier, I've decided it’s time we returned to Virginia.” 
pe erg ua Courtland blinked again, no longer smiling. 

cove nspenbens a doreebone pt 

“No 

“Because you're unhappy at the bank?” 
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“No, sir.” 

There was silence. raised one brow. “Elinor 
then. it's got to be Elinor” a 

For a moment, Jonathon felt the blood drain from his 
face, his stomach turn over sickly. Good God, he knew. 
Joshua knew it was his daughter stealing from the fro- 
zen accounts. An instant later, he realized it wasn't so. 
It was Whitney, he meant—the obviously strained rela- 
tionship between the two women. “No, sir.” Jonathon 
shook his head, turning away. He understood suddenly 
that he could never tell Joshua the truth. Never. “No; 
sir. It has nothing to do with Lady Benni . | think 
Whitney's homesick. I have a lot of matters at Blytheswood 
and Cool Spring, too, that need my attention. And 
now, while the Valley is once more in Confederate 
hands, my first duty seems obvious.” 

“But Doctor Lacey said he'd asked after Blytheswood. 
Some of the officers under Hunter had headquartered 
there briefly. He said it sounded as if Jewel was run- 


ing it to perfection. 

“I know that, but. . .” Jonathon only s , stiffly, 
Telcom: Benger ae as h 
spoke. His announcement about returning to Virginia 
had surprised him, too. Why, he wondered? saan 
really want to return? Or was he afraid to be around 
when Elnior was caught stealing from her own father, 
threatening everything he'd spent a lifetime building— 
his bartk, bis fortune, his good name—and not giving a 
damn while she did it. There was no doubt in his mind, 
oshua Courtland would catch her. He was too smart. 

00 sincerely concerned. God help them both. 

“Well, 'd, ah . . .” Joshua shrugged and cleared his 
throat. All the old, terrible weight of running the bank 
alone began to descend upon him. It felt as if it was 
smothering the life breath out of his | Ob oe pac 
Miranda a party next Sunday, in Us gure: ou'll stay 
for that, at least.” 

Jonathon suddenly felt like crying but he nodded, 
avoiding Joshua’s eyes. “Of course, and I'm sorry, sir. I 
truly am. If it were just myself...” 
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“I've been expecting you to leave, Jonathon. Don’t 
feel as though you to apologize. This was never 
planned as a commitment on either of our 
parts.” Joshua said it brusquely to conceal his disappoint- 
ment. Syma pa greeted jay Yigecae 
would stay? Chase, I need you home, son. I'm too old. 
I can't do it anymore all by myself—the bank, Elinor, 
the wretched coalition so gleefully discussing the Presi- 
dent’s failing health. Why won't this damn war end? 


ney tes onathon. See you at breakfast.” 
ight, sir.” There was so much more Jonathon 
would liked to have said, more ex gov Seager, 
to soften the pain Joshua had y managed to i 
But men didn’t speak together of such things. Not even 
a man he liked as well as the older Courtland, not even 
the man he owed such a debt to. Maybe it was for the 
best. Nothing he could have said would have changed 
=e anyway. That was the most damnable part of 
Jonathon frowned suddenly, turning to lay his unfin- 
ished brandy aside with a sudden movement. You're a 
damn fool, he accused himself. You never needed to tell 
Joshua at all. There was a far better way to stop Elinor 
from stealing from the bank. 
He hurried on the stairs, ee eet See 
the direc- 


She had been undressing from dinner. Long, - 
blonde waves fell free down her nearly bare back. Her 


that I'm complaining. Is poor little Whitney ‘indisposed’ 
ronigh it?” 
¢ frowned, taken aback. He understood her refer- 


‘indisposed’ as women regularly were, though she'd 


“Cat our tongue?” She smiled, stepping closer. 
Giteabe. meme her ina thick, sweet ps 
ee scent in the bank vault, Jonathon 
nearly sick. He drew away. : 

is isn’t a social visit.” 

“Oh. Maybe it could be.” : 

_ “You're taking money from your father's bank. | want 


smiled more brightly, as if amused, raisi one brow. 


3 
: 
if 
i 


oer ash guilt. And he didn’t doubt she would 
without a bli 


“Why not?” Her voice was husky, soft, her fingers 
starting on the third button. “Why take the money? Or 
why tell Whitney?” 

“Why be what you are?” For an instant, her fingers 
froze, a strange expression flickered across her face. 

Elinor raised her eyes to his and dropped her hand. 
For a moment, she stood motionless, reading his eyes, 
then suddenly slapped him hard across the face. Jonathon 
only , faising his hand to touch the blood on 
his lip. “ cnihiorerg, Pct The decision is yours. I'll 
do nothing now, but if you persist, if you take more 
from that vault, then here or from Virginia, I'll find a 
way to stop you. Do you understand me? | may tell 
Joshua. I may write your brother Chase instead. But I'll 
do something. | owe your father more than to let you 
continue stealing from him, because if you do, eventu- 
ally he’s going to catch you himself and that would be 
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She stood silent a moment, watching his eyes. “Have 
you met my brother?” 

Jonathon was startled again, thrown off balance. 
No further anger. No more threats. A whole different 


subject. 

end get on famously, if you haven't already met 
him, You're a deal alike.” She smiled again, but a 
kind of am cruelty gleamed in her eyes. “Brothers 
and sisters, as era 

He had the feeling she meant far more than she said, 
but the point of it eluded him. He frowned faintly, 
warily, watching her. Brothers and sisters? Chase 
Courtland and Leanna? 

Elinor sli the last of of his shirt buttons open and 
slid one cool, slender hand within to caress his muscled 
belly. Jonathon flinched at her touch, but she seemed 
not to notice. He gritted his teeth against a s of 
‘dark passions and stood still. It was incredible to him, 
at the age of twenty-six—a husband, a father; what he'd 
coca gin et Sat in that godawful 
humiliation of a oma camp, to discover this dark side 
of himself now. To know so clearly what she was and to 
want her still in spite of it. 

“Stay, won't you, Major?” 

It was a gentle plea, surprisingly soft. Almost like a 
child’s. In spite of himself, Jonathon’s will weakened 
and he looked down at the lovely contours of her too- 

ect face. The dimness of the low-burning bed-stand 

p only heightened her exquisite beauty. Her lips 
were moist and full, invitingly parted, her emerald green 
shaded almost to shyness by long, thick lashes. 
shoulders the color of new cream, and breasts 


a 
z: 


wari: reaped sie ‘eto i ihr 
as away, to 
shirt. Elinor’s eyes Raed anger, her mouth curled in 
an unpretty pout. For a moment, she looked every bit 
of her age and decades more. “Remember what I told 
ou,” Jonathon murmured in a deceptively soft voice. 
You'll find I don't make idle threats. You leave your 
father’s bank wage cng ji 
“Good t, Major.” Elinor’s eyes were green ice, 
siekescmeds Deciacepobuaerteasencoraar aed 
His mouth was set in a grim line as he nodded once 
and stepped wide around her out into the hallway. 
“Good night.” The door shut behind him, loudly, but 
he didn’t back. He was confused and 
her, by his reaction to her, by the situation. All the more 
reason to leave for Virgi inj be thiougie 90: hienasll. Behe 
caught in the middle of two warring armies was beginning 
to look like child's play compared to the intricasies of the 


Whitney heard Jonathon's footsteps out in the hall- 
way and brushed hastily at the tears in her eyes. She 
couldn't be, she told herself with the sinking feeling of a 
conviction no longer secure. She was hardly over the 
twins’ birth—had only stopped nursing a few weeks 
before. But she'd had no monthly flow since. And this 
morning, that awful, faint stir of nausea when she'd sat 
down to breakfast. Oh please, God, | mustn't be 
pregnant. Not again. Not so soon. Swollen and mis- 
shapen. Sick every morning. The perfect Lady Benning- 
ton only waiting for the chance. . . . 

“You're still up, Whit?” 

Jonathon’s voice sounded strained, but she dared not 
look at him too closely to guess why. She didn’t want 
him to see the telltale redness of her own eyes. She'd 
cried far too much these past weeks as it was. Men lost 

\ with a woman forever weeping. Even men who 

their wives as dearly as she knew Jonathon loved 

her. “Just going to bed.” She reached to turn the lamp 
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out, yl gl we asad reaped ay bape 
outside moonlight, knowing he couldn't see her face too 
well, 

Jonathon was relieved. He turned to one side as he 
unbuttoned his shirt, hiding the oozing blood of Elinor’s 
nails. “I love you, sweet.” 

“I love you, too.” Her voice broke, but he seemed not 
to notice. Maybe the click of opening the armoire door 
or a it. i = 

“I was just thinking, now you're ares ap wou 
you prefer: we move: upstairs? Mandy could take this 
room?” 


touch his bare knee, thinking again how handsome he 
was, the more so in moonlight. His hair black in the 
darkness, his finely cut face shadowed, the muscles of 
his bare, lean body a beautiful interplay of softness and 

h. No wonder Lady Bennington desired him. He 
didn't look at her, but reached to take her hand. “I 
was thinking today, this afternoon—"tonight, he thought 
to himself ruefully, when I could feel myself wanting 
that beautiful w “that maybe it was time we 
went back to Virginia.” He managed a smile, glanced 
briefly over to see her eyes widen in startlement. 
He tightened his hand over hers. Please, Whit, don’t 


argue. 

“That at the bank, Jon? The money missing. 
That's solved?” : 

“No, but . . .” That's one of the problems, Whitney. 
“But Joshua will be able to solve that if anyone can. 
I'm not doing anything about it here any longer, 
anyway.” 

“You've told him already?” 

“Just this evening,” he shrugged apologetically, rurn- 
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would have waited, to you first, but 
“That's all right, Jon. | understand.” Virginia. If she 
were pregnant, there'd be the same pri doc- 


“The Valley's in Confederate hands again. It might 
be now or never in that sense. When Early retreats as 


to her surprise it was effortless even tears started 
to her eyes. I love you so desperately, Jon. Enough to 
risk the baby if there is one. Enough to risk dying, 
myself. Just to get = away from her. 

“You're sure?” He frowned faintly, oe the 
glimmer of tears. “Whitney, if you're afraid of the 
armies—" 

“I'm sure, When?” 

“This week, I think. No sense delaying it beyond 
Mandy's party.” 

Whitney nodded, keeping her smile. For a moment, 
fear threatened and she forced it away with iron 
determination. I’ve been enough of a problem to him, 
caused him to make enough decisions he would rather 
not have made. I won't do that again. “That sounds 
wonderful, Jon. I couldn't be more pleased.” 

His frown disa .a smile took its place. 
“I must confess, s awfully good to me. By 
this time next week, we'll be carrying our things up the 
stairs and chasing dust and out of the old 


I'll never be able to carry this baby with all the work 
we'll have to do. “Once a ‘damn Reb,’ always a ‘damn 
Reb’ I guess.” She leaned forward to kiss his hand, her 
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Chapter Twenty 





Adanta lay hot and lazy in the mid-July heat. As morn- 
ing turned to afternoon, soattigsaniiee os streets 
Seorata catige sadior picieakia, Niwas wn to 


brought out from back cheno stand sweatin 
parlors on silver trays. It was a peculiar place, an odd 
mixture, caught by - declaration of war between 
Sielily sha solienad anrcaioad. bad as and the 
Lisoranpe few Pirin shone basa pear nside one of its 
quaint, tall narrow townhouses, Leanna sat sewing, 
ee ignore the familiar but still oppressive heat, 
suddenly by Stewart's loud exclamation of 
disgust. Since arriving in Atlanta in late May, his hu- 
mor had markedly improved. The war had been going 
well for the South. ee er re ouatiies 
major had gone aw 
“He should rosie ages a peg inet 
Lee should have abandoned his 
td lip north to hit the ety from the ote side,” 
Stewart's blue anger as he tossed the tele- 
down on oc waploc pl pune so 
ye lst the lance fife! They could hae 
She peled, pricking ber fi ith a mending needle 
ricking nger with a ing 
no longer v nage a nl NE NE a 
of pain bntets Stewart's words. “Burned it? Burned 
Washington, you mean? But the women and children, 
the hospitals there . . 
“Damn the women and children. They're Yankees, 
too, aren't they? Why should we be so careful of them 
anymore? The Yankees aren't of ours.” 
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“That's the thing you hate the Yankees so desper- 
i | ead eee madara 


ness. . .. She had seen tne te al Ga 
ting under a vantage. We can no 
seems to rt,” i 
out in a quiet voice, holding, Ker husband 
not to be afraid of what she saw there. 
, yes, our good cavalier gunevees Sone 
Jousting 
There was a bitter quirk to his mouth as he spoke. 
The train, Leanna remembered. Stewart's 


“Fi so honorably is losing us the war.” 

" t honor was what this war was all about.” 
Leanna laid her sewing down in her lap, conscious of 
how fearfully Sale lnuart won prrunlitgy, heer toed is ok 
war tai bi cars: “A commitment to a just and honorable 
cause. To resist the Northern invasion of a new coun’ aaa 
with every legal and moral right to its ind 
Stewart said nothing, but his expression didn’t change. 
When Leanna continued to look at him, ook os oe 
“If we abandon our commitment to honor 
ourselves. The Yankees won't have to bother.” 

“You ignore the fact there's a war on. One we ha 
to be losing. Chivalry is a disadvantage in warfare. 
Yankees know that. Look at Grant in Vi . Sher- 
man here. Honor be damned if the advantages 
dictate that. So they're doing their job, the job of any 
good soldier—getting the war won for their side.” 

No, she thought. Chase was a good soldier. And he 
didn’t sacrifice women and children to be one. “You 
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= have a of the Yankees burning Blythes- 
pa ne Burning our fields? Slaghaeting 


our pon tims 


His face took on a strange . but he shrugged. 
Prim glad 1 foo i 


“On a Pr Courtland ran obvious 
seemed able to Lr to Ai 


and oon valde? God, oo eek ae 
heart just saying is name aloud. She held Stewart's 
eyes, ma te effort to conceal her thoughts. 
“Did he? Seswaee a as he turned away. “I 
said 1 was glad he didn't burn the plantation. | idn't 
say | approved of that decision in a tactical sense.” 
Fear touched Leanna’s heart. Her eyes opened wider. 
area there was silence. ee when she 
was almost a w' “Tm nning to 
dakbage very good sidier ioe way terri aor. to 
be.” 


Stewart an with a — Pe of ows 
“If we 


war, 


cae x be my "Spring in South Carolina or the 
Negroes w the cotton fields there. You won't be 
able to eat your when there's no farmland giving 
harvest! You won't be able to wear it when winter 


as he ¢, anger plain on his face, his mouth grim and 
set. “Honor is a luxury, ee ee ae 


ousetly ll icdaing Finally, he ke again, more 
sat sll watching her oly he ole And what 
t you, my dear. Sitting there so horrified at what I'm 
? What's more precious to you? Your conscience? 

Or Blytheswood?” 


horror of war. Not only the tangible destruction—homes, 
fields, livestock, the terrible cost of human lives. This, 
303 


inside out. She understood now as she hadn't then, 
suddenly ee Doc Lacey's warning on a cold 
December evening. “You'll have to answer that question 
yourself, Mrs. Leighton. We all will.’ 

Stewart's hand startled her as it dropped lightly to 
touch her hair. “Sorry, sweetheart. I forget sometimes 
ou're just a woman.” His mouth was curved in a 

iliar, distant smile. His blue eyes no longer held 

, but a remote sort of tolerance. “It’s my job to 

a like that. I'll take care — war. You 

just t getting your mendi -” His smile 

widened briefly Sah foactiod heralcehdar before he 

turned away. “Big night phe 22 General Johnston 

himself's coming in from ide the city. He'll be at 

the party for a while with us. vag as gy eran mA 

after dinner but you'll stay in the ballroom. I'll assign a 
couple of junior officers to keep you dancing.” 

“Is he going to surrender Adianta to the Yankees, 
Stewart? Without even making a stand somewhere?” 

“That's not for you to worry about, dear. You let us 
menfolk handle such unpleasantries. I'll tell you if or 
when it's time to pack.” 

Stewart smiled back over his shoulder as he disap- 
peared out the door. She heard his boot steps on 
their * townhouse’s oak-planked floor. A mo- 
ment later, the front door opened and she watched 
Stewart's straight, well-formed, golden handsomeness 

the sheer dotted swiss of the ruffled curtains at 
the parlor windows. But a fear she'd never felt before 
gnawing away and the homey little townhouse 
with its wrought-iron railings and airy French 
doors chintz-covered H hite didn’t satisfy her 
sudden te longing to be home—at Blytheswood. 
The only place in the world that had ever been home to 
her in her heart. I'm afraid of my own husband, she 
t with a start of shock. Afraid of what else he'd 
ifice in his ruthless determination to win what had 
become obviously—to him, at least—a very personal 
war. 
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ceacdiinnt greg nag “Ae. miele Tk 3 mL 
looking toward the city. Creek was about four 
raedh ahead nsec ap apt He — just — its silver 

2 pines overgrown 
cide ead aeenbhevior be him and it. It was a 
pretty day. The was bright blue, with scattered 
white clouds that like cotton, only cleaner 
It was a relief when the sun went under one, a break 


Tennessee. He ran the names his mind in 
a familiar litany. Ri , Tunnel Hill ton, R 
Face Ridge, 4 ver, Cal . AL 


blue Yankee line. He si 
wipe the sweat from his hatband off on his dust-covered 
sleeve, then raised his hand to wipe the dust off his face 
and resettled his hat. This hard red clay made the 
damndest mess. 

“Shall I give the men the go-ahead to break out their 
tents, sir?” 

Chase smiled ly, grunting an answer as he n 
to turn his horse. “Tell and 00 build houses, the ves 
see it. Johnston isn't going anywhere. And until he 
does, neither are we.” 


Miranda's party on Sunday was a huge success. Joshua 
Courtland had made sure it would be. He’s hired the 
pony-ride man from Rittenhouse Square and found a 
magician who produced rabbits from hats. Had she 
been staying in Philadel phia, Mandy wouldn’t have had 
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sents the true nature of man. Perhaps it’s better she 
leaves tomorrow for Virginia, and won't have time here 
to learn what it really is that the other children so 
suddenly covet, what people, all her life, in this selfish 
world will actually covet—her success, and not her 


As the last carriage left and sunset streaked the sky 
with golds and reds to match the colors of the roses 
blooming along the outside walk, Mrs. Eaton, the 

ee ee 


city, on into tee py, a 


badly he thought he was going to miss the Virginian 
fan His constraint, and rather odd, strained 


long since the night Jonathon had announced the 
, lent an awkward air to the superficial good- 

ill of the farewells. 

“Yes, we're all ready, | think. You haven't, by an 
chance, a tin eee do you, Joshua? Miends 
will miss you dreadfully, and she me promise to 
ask.” Whitney managed a smile, trying not to cry. 
“Better yet, promise to visit.” 

“Visiting in the midst of warring armies is hard 
on younger men, dear.” Joshua tried to make light of hi 
refusal, weer 2 He caught Jonathon’s quick, i 

. but didn’t react to it. A trip to Virginia, even 
assuming it didn’t kill him, simply wasn’t in the cards. He 
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steady pling successor if be wi Shasgheomges 
idential race. Now, without Jonathon, more of the 
bank work, too, would fall to him. “I'm not sure about a 
i . either. P've none none on hand, but I could send one, 


aca send She saw her glance toward Jonathon 
with a different smile, and not to show she’d seen 
it. “I'll put it in here,” Whimey e aloud, mostly to 
avoid the silence. “I have Jon and Leanna in here now.” 
She raised her gold to snap open the 
“Perhaps when we get home, I'll buy a locket for y 
and ive the picture to her then for it.” 

“You have one of Jonathon’s sister?” 

Whitney glanced up, startled by the intensity of the 


older man’s voice. 


zled look, but he di n't notice. He studied the face in 
the rather formal, ov miniature curiously. The 
dark hair lent a resem to the young man standii 
beside him, but there were differences, too. A sort 
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criticizing anyone,” Elinor shrugged again, 
smiling more widely as she glanced toward = i 
Jonathon stood frowning mg “I'm just saying | pre- 


Jonathan went rigid. He felt Whitney's hand touch 
his forearm and he it off. 

Joshua frowned . “That's crude and nasty, 
Elinor. You forget yourself,” he snapped icily. 

“What do you mean?” Jonathon interrupted, staring 
at Elinor’s back. She paused a moment, then turned, 
smiling, raising one ew. her eyes sparkling with 
amusement. She was no longer bored. 


“What the hell do you mean saying that?” Jonathon 
felt feverishly hot. Not Leanna. Not his sister, Penley 
women were above suspicion. 

“Well, why else do you think you're here, for God's 
sake?” Elinor almost laughed. “Think we're running a 
way station for pregnant women and captured ed- 
erates? You sister bought your ticket in the most elemen- 
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tal of ways, dear Jonathon. Had that really never oc- 
curred to you?” 

Yes, it had occurred to him, Jonathon realized, but 
denial had begun in the same split second. He'd been so 
sure of Leanna! 

“That's not true.” Joshua was ashen with fury. “Elinor, 
Sparbncattentacey babes. al 

Jonathon hardly heard him. He had turned to Whitney, 
catching and holding her eyes with a furious question 

© atl we're leaving tomorrow. Please, just let it be!” 

i! T have aright to know! confess 1 won 


dered in the oe some Yankees—strangers to 
Wiel ae senuid vathoniy = ing all es es offer- 
ou aninow a ? ou 
a te rd pring aE that ‘Senco wholing 
with some damn Yankee? 
Whitney's eyes blazed. She raised her hand and 
Jonathon grabbed it, painfully hard. 
“Didn't I have a right to know, Whitney? Exactly 
what kind of deal it was?” 
“There was no deal! Especially none as aru fies as 
mod bgt epee geet nee 
full of tears even while she trembled wi with ange 
‘d been so close . . . leaving tomorrow. Why 
it have been left unsaid for just one more day? “You 
know Leanna better than that! Or you should! Now 
you know the Courtlands better, too. 
“My son fell in love with your sister,” Joshua oe 
ool i Peaks the rapidly getting worse. e 
the young man's arm and hold- 
it me despite an Sanctiaes shrug of anger. “But that’s 
al there ; Jonathon. He fell in love with her and for 
me to aid you and your family.” He tried 
th tone cedver tNetsh ext couldn and spoke anyway 
for Virgin to make Jonathon understand. “Don't re 
thinking 1, or we, are like that, son. I'm too 
of you. 


 ommben clenched his jaw, glancing involuntarily to- 

ward the three gilt-framed portraits he'd the 

first day he'd arrived. The older son, dead. Beautiful 
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who'd occupied his sister's home, and saved hi 
life, he reminded himself with an effort. 
eee er Tae Se there in his 
with a certain ness in his brown-glazed eyes 
ee ae nag A cha SE NT 
frock coat’s waist. He felt Whitney’s hand on his 

arm again and nodded this time, ee 

“They couldn't help what they Jon,” Whitney 
murmured softly. “Stewart had been gone so long.” She 
said no more than that, but waited for the subtle change 
of Jonathon’s face. Yes, he knew what remained 
He had served in the field with his brother-in-law for 
over two years. He'd own to know Stewart Leighton 
more than well “Knowing Leanna, and as well 
as | to know the Major, I don’t believe there was 
any dishonorable in their conduct. I just don't 

ieve it.” 


j 
A 


| mt ceiy ae ee 


y, glanci over her s! aya 
sated hes on oe eee cate oh 


one might think you a 
ono anaes 
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refusing to look at either Lady Bennington or her 
husband. 


“Have you a guilty conscience, Major?” She smiled 

ider, green eyes gleaming with laughter as 
held his. “Perhaps if you do, this is the time to air it. 

The last of his a faded as Jonathon turned to 
stare down at her. Elinor was enjoying this. As she 
hadn't enjoyed the children this afternoon, as she hadn't 
enjoyed the earlier pleasantries. There was mocki 
amusement in the eyes that stared back at him, 
more—a wordless, taunting challenge. Go on, she dared 
him. Strike back at me for saying my brother used 

ious sister like a common whore. Goon aid Gh ay 
father I've done, and_watch how fast I tell sweet 

The ticking of the mantle clock was loud. oa 
rattled by outside. The room brightened abruptly as 
street lamps outside were lit. Still no one . Jonathon 
felt a siden, gut level revulsion at thought of 
leaving tomorrow, leaving Joshua Courtland alone with 
this destructive monster. 

“If you've something to say, Lady Bennington, then 
say it.” He met her challenge finally, speaking in a level 
voice. 

Elinor shrugged daintily, still smiling. “I'm only saying, 
we all have our sieretn don't wer E 4 in’ this 
room.” A heartbeat of silence followed. Everyone was 
conscious of secret guilts, wondering, just for an instant, 
how she could possibly have divined them. “You and I, 
for example, my dear Jonathon. Just think of all that has 
passed so bly between us, before your far-too- 
a wife could manage the ae 

“Elinor! I will hear no more filth from your mouth! 
Da or not, while you live in my house, you will 
control yourself!” Joshua jerked to his feet, ghostly pale 
in furious horror. “You've done enough already, 


311 


could no longer express. The room began to lose its 
focus. He grabbed instinctively for the wood frame of 
the chair as he n to weaken. “Jonathon!” he man- 
aged to croak, ing and wheezing on even the single 
word 


For a stricken instant, Jonathon couldn't move. 
Thoughts came too fast, contradicting themselves, leav- 
ing a numb, chilling confusion, a desperate urgency to 
do something without knowing what. But what seemed 
like hours was actually only moments. Elinor’s sm 
smile froze on her face. i stared in stu 
horror. Jonathon leapt forward, catching the stricken 
~nee taptar war Papen sags shde vain hag 2 on 
brandy!” He ordered it over his shoulder, easing Joshua 
onto the chair and ripping at the tight collar and the tie 
he wore. “Whitey, move for God’s sake! Get the brandy! 
Then run for the servants’ quarters! Tell them to fetch a 
doctor.” 

Joshua's hand clenched feebly over his. Jonathon nod- 
ded again and again, relieved to hear the sudden sounds 
of people moving behind him. Whitney, her own face 
nearly as white as Joshua's, thrust a filled glass into his 
hands and he put it quickly to Joshua’s mouth. An 
instant later, he heard the back door slam, the cry of 
voices outside, someone running toward the stable. “It’s 
all right, Joshua.” He tried to assure the older man 
confidently, hiding his own fear, the sick trembling of 
his own hands. “No, don't try to speak. I'll get you 
upstairs. And the doctor will be here in a moment.” He 
nodded once more, no sure whether the older 
man was entirely conscious. His face above the salt-and- 

per whiskers was turning a terrible bluish gray. 
Sauhok blinked, realizing with a distant sense of aston- 
ishment that there were tears in his eyes. One ran from 
sr nage ang laa Be them. Jesus, I'm 
, fault. All the confrontations. | . 


* * * 
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after midnight, the big stone house softly 
the sounds it berg ee to make this 
late at night—the hissing of the gas-fed chandeliers, the 
creak of timbers settling in the roof, far away the scrape 
ofa chair being drawn over bare floors in the servants 
uarters behind the kitchen. Whitney sat silently in the 
parlor watching Jonathon standing at the bot- 
tom of the shadowed stairs. The doctor had come down 
at last. He and Jon were speaking in voices too low for 
her to hear, but it occurred to suddenly that the 
doctor was dressed all in black, even to his tall black top 
hat. He reminded ene hw Spore scents 3P 0 
omni t on ashi streets, wi - 
four Union mili beapale there, they'd bole aedes 
demand through terrible years. 

Jonathon nodded a last time and thanked the man. 

He managed a weary, faint smile as he turned toward 
the parlor where Whitney sat waiting, and stepped inside. 
“He says he thinks Joshua will live. He hopes there's 
no damage to the brain, but it’s too soon yet to be 
sure.” 
“Oh, thank God!” Whitney reached out to grip Jon's 
hand. In the darkness, her eyes sparkled with tears of 
relief. For a moment, she closed them, drawing a 
deep breath, tightening her grip on Jonathon's hand as 
the silence | : 

“Whitney, | think it’s pretty clear that we can’t even 
think of leaving for home for the time being.” 

“No, we mustn't go now. I understand that already, 
Jon.” She kept her grip on his hand as she glanced up, 
trying to smile. “Joshua will need you now, and we've 
quite a debt to repay.” 

For a moment, he said nothing, only held her eyes, 
searching them. How had his world come so 
quickly? Leanna and the Courtland son, Elinor's cruel 
admission, Joshua's sudden attack. He felt Virginia fad- 
ing away, like a sweet dream, hard to recall waking. 
It was almost as if, in his mind, he heard the door back 
to it slowly closing. 
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“Is Lady Bennington sitting with him?” Whitney 
turned away, dropping Jon's os awkwardly. 

Jon's eyes followed her with a silent question, “Yes, | 
think so. 

“She should be. She caused it.” 


Jonathon shrugged, his ¢ mes dark and grim as he 
watched his wife's back. “ ag bw pees 
didn’t help. And | rp heart problems 
before this.” 


“No, it was her.” Whitney's voice was a whisper and 
she half turned, glancing superstitiously ap enon ane 
solid parlor ceiling toward where Lady 
“She's wicked, Jon—very, wicked. I don't think 
she'd really care if she did kill him 

He ft the shor ais on ht ck tgin wa sd 

at such foolishness, frowning as he 

“You don’t know the half of it, Whit.” threw him a 
quick eee fear lying in her eyes. “It’s one of the 
reasons | was anxious to return to Virginia. She's the 
ge money from Joshua’s bank.” 

“Oh, no!” 

A yes, I'm afraid. I threatened to expose her to 

ther. I'm not sure she'd care if I did. But I 
couldn't do it to Joshua.” He shengere still frowning. 
He felt his wife’s eyes on him and forced his head up to 
meet them. His guilt was bad enough without adding 
cowardice to it. “And Whitney, about the other things 
she said, the business about my—" 

“| don’t believe her.” Whitney spoke almost too 
ete SM grt She felt the sudden nausea of fear; her 
faster, but with a dull, dead beat. 

ah oa 7 6 I have to—” 

“No, Jon shook her head as she stepped toward 
him. 1 nc sage Mea tay 
Please, listen to me for a moment. What she implied 
tonight about you and her is just part of a vicious, 
senseless desire. She wants to ruin us, Jon, don’t you see 
that? It isn’t just that she wants you either. At least not 
entirely. It's our relationship, our love for each other. 
She wanted me to doubt that, but I don’t. God above, 
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what more could you do to prove you love me than 
what you've done already? i joie the 
war as you did, whenever you had , even when 
you had to ride forty-six out of forty-eight hours to do 
so? Telling me this winter to do what Lacey said, 
to come to a Yankee ? I know how you love 
Vv and the South. I how badly it hurt your 
to admit the Northern itals were finer. 
taking , living here as man’s burden, tak- 
ing J pedir epi eresans age duel, savsan so 
I needed you with me this spring ou that 


believe what Bennington would like me to. And I 
Sighs sess arent Ga dint engl: You'll stay here now 
because you must, and I'll stay here with you, because I 
love you. Nothing can ever change that. Here or 
Virginia—it doesn't matter any sy 

She reached her hand to him and he took it in silence, 
sme | a final moment. Then he nodded, managing a 
faint smile. “We'll stay then, at least until Joshua is well 
enough, or the war is over and Major Courtland 
home.” Even as he said it, he wondered. The tone of his 
voice was sure enough, outwardly confident. But the 
words sat strangely on him. He hungered for Virginia, 
but with a vague sense of affectionate memory. Beautiful, 
rich, green, rolling homeland, now ravaged by war, 
reddened with blood. He wondered if it ever 
really be home now again. He sighed, feeling as if a 
decision had been that he wasn’t entirely aware 
of. Whitney's hand tightened over his and he glanced 
down to meet her gaze. 

“Now you'll be taking Joshua's place for a while at 
the bank. Now you can stop Lady Bennington from 
taking any more money, without even telling him.” 
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“The house is vacant, a It’s not as 
as Cool S . but it’s homey.” She smiled y 
“Til oshua as soon as he’s well He 


smiled = ye ppeoionty and ae effort. Ie was a 
home. “Ever ‘ u 
= Yankee banker, Whit?® Bre J 

She laughed softly, shaking her head and turning 


moved. sige =the Gets Ae pte i a enone 
ing. , she couldn't resist a glance over 
her sh to where the three portraits stood, silently 


would have, caught 
dling with the problems of a family he'd never heard of 
this time a year ago. And God only knew where Chase 
Courtland and Leanna were now, the two who had 
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retreat soutward the silver Shenandoah Ri 
marked the last time CSA troops would ever securely 
hold the once solidly Confederate Valley. 

Confederate luck, which had seemed once more invin- 
ceee onanen Des Setty uly, began to weaken with each 
passing day of that last summer. Grant’s troops 
endured the humid Vi magpenptemn rue ea 
amici gee gered ds beep the 
Richmond and 


army could rina no more than hold its bees ~ and 

y the coming Presidential election would find the 

t Unionism of Abraham Lincoln defeated. sic 
meanwhile, all around the Army of Northern Vi 
heroic defense of Richmond, the Confederacy was 


row me 
last desperate appeal to Europe failed. France backed 
pi on a semipromise of recognition to the beleagured 
Southern government, fearing such a declaration might 


saat error . Spoiling OS 
tunity to gobble interests, might join 

France could not afford to fight a war on two fronts. 
en of all kinds, y pitifully scarce in the 


. grew ever scarcer in summer as Federal war- 

closed most of what few ports had remained even 
semiopen. Of the many privations, none was more an- 
guishing than the lack of medicines and vaccines for the 
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ies down were defeated by War Department's edicts 
that forbade it. In the heat of the Washington summer 
as the blood bie: ever on, Lincoln's health, 


too, was A of War Stanton grew 
ever more powerful as the Presidential hand of restraint 
wea 


sev itself 
Leanna had been left behind, once more, as in 
Richmond, trapped in a city being assaulted by Yankee 


armies. Much of the same horrors themselves 
Food and everything else were fearfully Things 
once taken for granted—a pin, a needle, a of 
cloth—were virtual treasures. And the of the 


systems were in shambles by now and she paid little 
1 al we SCRA ma ae BUC im. The 
Federal bombardment leagured city began 
saggy one Noggin tombs Apis ang hr, | a 
few, futile strikes on Sherman's sw y lines. 

shell into the city hit a little girl walking her dog, 
Atlanta people toward the enemy 


viciousness. Blytheswood was still her secret ‘ 
the Yankees hadn't harmed it last winter when they'd 


not share the same blind, hysterical terror that most of 
the city felt. If she was lonely at night, ing by 
in the over-wide, unfamiliar bed of the Adanta 
townhouse, at least she was not overly afraid, and night- 
mares of Yankee troops swarming into the city did not 
too greatly disturb her sleep. 
first of September was hot still in Georgia; the 
windows of the city townhouses were left open to gather 
the cooler night breeze. Suddenly, the distant patter of 
carbines firing and then the single, sudden roar of an 
explosion from the Confederate arms depot shattered 
ee woke Leanna from a dreamless 
sleep. She opened her eyes with a start and rolled over 
toward the window. Another roar exploded, closer this 
time; the sky behind the printed chintz curtains flared 
ight as day. A thunderstorm, she thought. But unlike 
lightning, glow didn’t fade. Fire, she realized a 
fearful instant later. Atlanta was on fire! 
“Susannah!” Leanna grabbed for a dressing gown, 
throwing it on as she ran for the narrow, stairs. 
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“Adianta’s burning! For God’s sake, Susannah, where 
are > 398 
small room off the kitchen was silent, black. 


emptiness of the slave girl’s room. 
hurried to the back door, and found it unbolted from 
the inside. As she touched it, the door swung shut with 
a faint click. Another roar sounded outside, then the 


Yankee, she answered herself, hardly believing it even 
while she knew it must be true. Atlanta had fallen then, 
sometime during the night. There had been rumors for 


have sli out of the long besieged city, southward, 
igh 29 esha Gyn Freee oy . Abandoning 


one of ten days ago had failed—to cut the army’s last 


remaining line of supply. 
Leanna started cack i the darkened house at a 
run. She didn’t pause at a window to check the color of 
the uniforms she would find outside—the slave girl's 
absence was enough they were no longer Confed- 
erate gray. n that pal thought as she reached 
for the stai to pull If around. She could under- 
stand the slaves’ longing for freedom, and the Federal 

ised that, yes, but to leave at midnight, the 
door left wide, not even so much as a— 

“Let's try this one!” 

Leanna on the first stair, whirling at the sudden 
sound of voices in the darkness outside, voices with the 
nasal twang of Yankees. An instant later, she screamed, 
flinging one arm up to shield her face. Front windows 
shattered. Glass knives shot inward to splinter on the 
bare floor or thud softly on the carpet runner. One 
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men who'd knocked so courteously 
Blytheswood’s front door. Stewart had left a revolver 
for her to use. God, why hadn't she thought to bring it 
downstairs with her? 
“I caught me a Reb!” 


peas nee eee nencnnee aw Sone eis She 
turned before the light dressing and left 
her naked, raising one hand to str ead she could 


hardly see in the darkness. The instinctive terror of a 
aes — seized her, fanned by the shadows, the 
the suddenness. is snenen aes are eee 


som the ere that was dragging her 


gen-u-ine ovale belle!” 

Loud whoops of triumph and raucous laughter echoed 
eerily. Four or five Federal soldiers stood grinning like 
_ ae in the shadowed hallway. She once as 

she screamed, kicking at the soldier's leg without seem- 


effect 

Let me see that, Corker. Oooh-ey! That's a fine 
one.” 

The sour smell of rotgut whiskey reeked from them. 
That and worse. Old sweat. Filth. And the acrid stink 


of 
Ale goof me!” Leanna tried desperately to regain 
her dignity . Tried bravado as a last defense, The sol- 
been a long time without a woman; ‘Uncle 
Billy te 5 woccnet ep eoolipreem ba 
behind at Chattanooga. Their eyes were 
Er etticpuicsodeohien anton sch holt’ demoted 
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“Innocent people?” The man holding her laughed like 
a maniac, grinning over one shoulder to his equally 
amused comrades. In his drunkenness, he staggered a 
step, his shoe heel coming down on Leanna's bare foot. 
She cried in pain and shoved him away with her free 
hand. “We was told this was a hiding place for Reb 
ammunitions, there missy! We're doin’ our duty and 
searchin’ the a Ain't we, boys?” Laughter sounded 
again behind him, but scattered now as each one started 


looting. “You any weapons concealed about your 
a Miss?” He stuck his face closer to hers, leering, 
i ee 
loose fitti ice. He raised one hand as he spoke, 
grinning even wider. “Maybe I better check for some.” 


his horse up at the corner of two wide 
streets over his shoulder at the fires that lit the 


Chase ¢ 
Georgia sky a dozen or more blocks away. He could 
hear the cries of men from over there, but he didn't 
had much chance of dousing the fires. 
f i li they'd 


the cotton bales and abandoned army supplies before 


line rand ane he And Chase guessed the 
er, nl 

“Major, any word from headquarters yet?” 

Chase turned in his saddle, shaking his head. They'd 
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ing to an officer behind him. “Take a patrol, Lieutenant.” 
tis nodded: the ‘direction. “No burning or looting until 
hear from headquarters. Try to round up our over- 
ious infantry friends, would you?” 

He turned his horse around, pulling hard at the reins 
to keep the animal from bolting in that direction. The 
horses smel oke 


ind of resistance we'd need troop strength for. And 
ne not, nace to see soldiers gsr on civilians— 
especially in the dead of night.” He glanced at his 
captain, and they vor tocara Grier was a = 
man. Not many of them were left anymore. “Meet 
here at four-thirty. We should have orders from Gen- 
eral Kilpatrick or from Army Command by then.” 

Grier saluted’ in acknowledgement. Chase returned it 
before he turned his horse again, gesturing his portion 
of the troopers forward to cover the dark street at a 
cautious canter. There was some faint grumbling from 


Adlania' was tind of a pecery: Wee’ tisy phos 

it him by on either side in night 

illness, but y worth the blood spilt over it. He'd 
more, ing more obviously urban. His 

horse stumbled once, and he drew the stallion down to 

a slower canter, gesturing his men to do the same be- 
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hind him. The streets were wide and fairly level, but in 
the darkness it was hard to see any distance ahead, and 
ange RR meaeaing HS ee page gly 


neck. Wrought-iron street lamps lined a ion of 
doubted Atlanta had gas, yet, as most of the 
cities did. A dozen b comprised downto 


and open land. Even at a slow canter, they were through 
the area in minutes. 

Beyond them lay several blocks of townhouses, elegant, 
and mostly dark—just a few beginning to show the dim 

of candles or lamps being lit, inhabitants fi- 
nally aware of something happening outside in their 
night-shuttered streets. On the city's outskirts lay rwo- 

brick mansions, with generous lawns and walled 
soaiuias haga aeed-t ghostly gray picket fences he 
guessed were actually white by day. of these were 
overlaid with climbing flowers—roses, he thought, from 
the fragrance. Only a half-dozen of the streets were 
errooigsecsere in most places, the beat of the horses’ 

was muffled by dirt. 

Cabins and farm buildings 4 only a few miles from 
the town square, and he drew his horse down to a trot 
as he entered that area. It was senseless to ride any 
farther; looters wouldn't be in this of town. 

It was a big city acreage-wise, but a town in most 


price ai a least in comparison to the industrial 
cities of the North. He felt a startling surge of compas- 
sion for the Confederacy he was trying to defeat. At- 
lanta was only a town to him, but they considered it 
eat pe ae nrinaner fra haga 
. and ra to 
desperately needed. His eyes were darkly without 
triumph, his mouth grimly set as he raised his hand to 
signal about-face. “We'll head back uptown, toward the 
depots burning.” He started his horse forward, glancing 
over his shoulder at a door slamming open in a rundown 
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cabin nearby, the joyful cry of ‘Jubilee!’ that roared 
og Ba ge jack slave throat. The men behind 


not entirely. war, Chase thought to himself. 
Nobody’s either entirely wrong, or entirely right, and 
the issues weren't getting any easier, much, to 

out. 


“What the hell do you think you're doin’, soldier?” 

Leanna staggered as the Yankee was suddenly hauled 
away from her by a strong, gauntletted hand. Cavalry, 
she realized er seeing the familiar glove. And 
thank God, an officer (Sis zaiocd her tems 

around her neck and took a deep, trem ing 

on ree a geapiempsre ales arab 
in 

“I ain't no horse boy.” The soldier snarled, drunk 
yd not to care who he insulted. “You ain't my 


Seip ie nse, SOG” on: wechet, tamtiet teenaie 

‘ d eitreanh his the fl torchlight. 
eyes an toward him in 
The gleam of silver candlesticks nck ch his 
half-buttoned shirt. 

“The army’s gone.” The officer frowned at the ill- 
ety. crew that was regathering slowly and sullenly 

“I'm under orders to ride patrol—to prevent 
this so of , at least, until there’s some organization.” 

“Until boys get first pickings, you mean. 
‘Kill Cav: rs en hoye—" 

“Uncle Billy’ didn’t give no order like that. He likes 
ng s to these Secesh bastards squirm a 
i 

“That's enough!” A revolver glinted dully in the 
officer's hand. He waved it inca ora the 
broken-in door. “Now get out. Rejoin your _Fegiment. 
rll t you under arrest if | catch you again.” 

ive me a good-bye kiss, then, Missy.” 
Leanna jerked away with a cry of revulsion as the 
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but og, raps a at him 
wines f you're alone in the house, you'd best go to a 
s. Good t.” 


ean abe forced it away. Her was strangely 
numb, but she needed desperately to know what was 
going on. “Just tell me, has Adianta fallen then? What 
about those fires over there?” 

“Army supplies. Lit by your own men, too. Don't 
ri aiees tolics Po bane te tea ds va 
Leanna paled, but meeting 
gaze. “I'm only asking whether it’s safe to stay nearby 

or— 


“Holy Jesus!” 
Both Leanna and the young, hard-faced officer turned 
as one. Torchlight flickered on a familiar face and Leanna 


ithas Mr eyes Letghon wide. 


Poems pall era so} tages so eel The 
before her had been one of those stationed at Bl 
ces or Nei y? Or they 

abandon her to the likes of drunken soldiers 


they just sent ? 

ot damn! oery Seat” Thc ecepescmmiaediion 

by offering a wide grin, stepping forward and tipping 
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up in Atlanta?” 

Suddenly, Leanna could hear no more. It was as if an 
ocean had moved inside her head ing in her ears 
The trooper’s face blurred and to fade. Dimly, 
she was aware of a terrible weakness in her knees and it 
felt as if the room were tilting. The last thing she saw 
was ise on the Yankee’s face. He | forward 
to catch her as she fell. 

“Oh, Jesus, is she hurt or >” The veteran 
trooper up at the baffled officer as he bent over 
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coded dispatch from Washington D.C.’s War Depart- 
ment concerni ott Bred ang Brera 
before. Her husband, A Lieutenant Colonel Stewart 


Leighton was outside Atlanta, promoting partisan war- 
fare more vicious than any before encountered. 


dispatch had had the feel of an animus more 
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cooperated on other occasions before this 
tended to cooperate on many more. He had 
Senate, eventually. In return for such 
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dawn broke over the smoking Rebel city, both 
made their way toward Leanna’s townhouse. Nei- 
was a of the other's interest in her, and their 
as different as their motives for going 
there. To Chase, it was not a pleasant coincidence—no 
nce gregh ate Rap Ser es 
im, the repetition of a nightmare he'd o! 
Ee nA capscbear out caneht ia jugs badl 6 
nec a between the two warring armies. He 
he shouldn't care, but he still did. That only 
made it worse, somehow. It added the guilt of feeling 
he would betray Susan by whatever he might do to 


The dawn streets were crowded. Troops were pour- 
ing into the city from td | direction, infantry and 
t 


and old doubts. His mind churned with a hundred 
thoughts, most contradictory, all confusing and tur- 
bulent—anguished and elated, angry and afraid. He 
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ment this Whoever it was that wanted Leanna 
Leighton would be getting her on a silver platter 

Leanna woke slowly. A bearded iliar face 
bent over her. Her arm was stretched out tight, held by 
sary ofp megr aiid she tried to pull it back toward 
her and the face frowned. 


“Hold still. I'm almost done.” 

She blinked and turned her head, frightened and 
confused. The glow of early morning showed 
the broken glass of the nearby windows. Black 
snaked lazily upward in a distant place. 

Horsemen suddenly by outside on the 
clay street. It was the Cavalry in Federal blue. She 
remembered suddenly and gave a faint cry, struggling 

settee, 


Leanna snatched her arm away and sat up, aware of 
an instant wave of dizziness that threatened to take her 
ea re “Who are you?” She questioned instantly. 
_ what—?” The stark white of bandages circling 
her left wrist caught her attention and she frowned at 
her hand, pr tarily a 

“Regimental Assistant Surgeon Captain Wilkerson.” 
He auloesed-ae he dised; aol waved: ak das dane 
without looking back. “All right, Colonel. I'm through 
with the woman.” 

“Please wait. Can't you tell me what's going on?” 
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glanced towa ¢ stranger with an enormous ¢ 
You're feeling better I trust?” 
Leanna bli once, unsure what to say. Not that 


his question was a difficult one to answer, but the 
lingering shock of seeing Chase made her stupid and 


“Lieutenant Colonel Drake, Mrs. Leighton.” He = are 
his plese felt hat brusquelly. “War Deg, so 
. I'm on asst to - 
eee ok tee ta 
Leanna glanced almost involuntarily a last time to 
where Chase stood, but Lieutenant Colonel Drake still 
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blocked her view of him. Why, she thought. Why didn't 
Chase a her? 4 “ 
“Td to ask you a few questions if you're feeling 
to it.” 
tien backed: lnockut dion lectanty: aware of an odd 
note in his voice, one that rang an instinctive warning 
bell. Virginia. The ambush on the Yankees. The code 
book—or what she'd thought was the code book at the 
time. Had Chase voiced suspicions of her to the Yankee 


von , Mrs. Leighton?” 
She flus at his sarcasm, raising her chin. “Yes, I 


can speak, Colonel. If I choose to.” It seemed to her his 
eyes narrowed, the faint smile that had been playing 
— wets mouth faded. a Bits 

“Don't be impertinent, Mrs. Leighton. courtesy 

yey: sha from es into wang Aga oe” 
managed to his gaze. “On what charge? 
And you'll forgive me if I ask to see your warrant.” 

“I don’t need one. Understandably, you've been a bit 
out of touch for a few years with changing Federal 
regulations. ‘Habeas corpus’ has been suspended for 
some time. Now, one only needs suspicion, Mrs. 
Leighton. Your past conduct and your present associa- 
tions are more than sufficient to justify arrest.” 

Despite herself, her eyes opened wider, her heart 
skipped a fearful beat. Chase chose that moment to step 
forward. Oh, God, she-thought. That's why he’s here. 


He’s going to accuse me. 
“Colonel Drake, I don’t mean to make your pre 
difficult, but the lady bas been under stress ¢ past 
few hours. Perhaps you might give her a few minutes to 
compose herself. 

“Maybe you're right, Major. | want to check some- 
thing with my aide, anyway.” 

Leanna watched him, frowning as he turned. ts 
and emotions tumbled turbulently together. Nothi 
made sense an . Drake aed the odeg 

i : i , but 
prcrgreaiy, wae foprtaee, rn Aon cer 
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him and found his brown eyes locked to hers. For a 
moment, she could say penbang: Colonel Drake was 
entirely forgotten. 

“You seem surprised, Leanna.” Chase spoke softly, 
raising. one dark brow as he held her gaze. 

“I am.” She had to force the words, and they fol- 
lowed a heartbeat’s silence. Even so, they were barely a 


whi PNvenie pmol 
To find me in tlanta? Or to find me alive at all?” 
The words stabbed deep in her soul. The bitterness 
he spoke them with was even worse, She shrugged and 
bli once against the threat of tears, understanding 
now. The picture of a bloodstained Virginia meadow 
was suddenly clear in her mind, achingly so. Silence 
lingered but he stood, expecting an answer, and she 
as she . “You shouldn't need to ask that. 
It wasn't as if I didn’t care. . .” 
“Care?” A strange half smile touched his mouth. He 
glanced at her a last time before looking away, survey- 


the times he'd defended her to Doc , his father, 
the war commission, it surprised him to feel such deep 
anger at her now. “Yes, I suppose you did care, Leanna. 
Enough to try to dress the wound. But not enough to 

stay behind. 
wanted to, she could have said. For a moment, she 
almost did. But it would only reopen old agonies, and 
reopen them needlessly. Nothing had changed. She hadn't 
changed. Nor had the lines drawn in blood that terrible 
day in April. “In case you haven't noticed, there’s a war 
jor. People do get wounded—in all different 


on, 
ways.” 
te glanced tbeck to ber'aé if searttea: She met his gaze 
ema trying not to show he'd hurt her as badly as he 
“Well, Mrs. Leighton, I hope you're more ‘composed’ 


by now. 
Leanna looked away from Chase with an effort. She 
hadn't heard Colonel Drake's entrance. For a moment, 
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tried to ignore the sick, thudding of her heart. 
“Is this your house?” ay 
The question took her aback. “Well, yes, I mean no, 


“My husband and I.” She didn’t look again at Chase. 

“Ah, your husband. . .” 

Leanna frowned, confused by the faint smile Colonel 
Drake couldn't quite hide. This had the feel of a play, 
over-rehearsed. 

“But your pres ay asgs 

Leanna sai ing. Was she betraying anything if 

eer angle inept Peclery Be 

not returned? “No, he's not,” she said finally. “So if 

you're here looking for him, I'm afraid you've wasted 
time.” 


time you spoke to him?” 

“You mean my husband?” She was genuinely confused. 
And stalling. Trying desperately to determine what the 
Yankee was getting at before she made some terrible 
blunder. She glanced again at Chase, but he had his 
back still to her, apparently uninterested in the proceed- 
ings. Oh God, she t.. Why doesn’t he just come 
out with it and accuse me of whatever it is they've 
decided I've done? 

“Where is Colonel Leighton, by the way? Where do 
you meet when you wish to communicate with him?” 

“I don't, Colonel Drake. What is it you're really 
asking me? Whether I'm playing spy for Richmond ” 

“Are you, Mrs. Leighton? 
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“No.” She flushed, trying not to show her fear. “And 
whether my husband is or not is a question you'd have 


“Then you'd better press a little harder in your ef- 
forts to seize Richmond, gentlemen. Because until you've 
taken the capital, | doubt he'll oblige you.” 

Chase turned, frowning, flinging Leanna a single, 


UL 
c 


been pretty gruesome. 
Leanna could only stare at him, open-mouthed. Parti- 


san resistance? What was on? 
“I gather you didn’t know that.” 
She was too startled to know what she should say 


voice had a strange note, but he shrugged and said no 


more. 
“I don't imagine Colonel Leighton Adanta 
ong siek ome & Vv < us did. We a 
J , orrest, Wheeler, groups 
like your husbands tried to cut our lines of supply from 


Tennessee. Then it would have been a question of 
which army ran out of supplies first—yours besieged 
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here in seagpe eae unsingar meter ie: Colonel 
’ + as 
ome te sepals Page pre gat tog va “sensation 
of sm pagsiens agente: rere Hage-a 
t him swi y, trying to think t she 
h- Bresctalee tt ry Heteomsalighenrticrpe 923 
he'd known. Lucky for us, he was just a bit 


Her eyes widened again. She stared at him. “You 


“It's insignificant, actually, Mrs. Leighton. Your 
husband's cone are fee ke the 


activities.” 
“I know what you told me. Nothing. Had been 


more eee, aot Dlr your eae to che Federal 


Sect inane, poy ter on the settee. 
ee can what I don't know. As for my coro 
the CSA, Colonel. I've never pretended 


wn chin chink ps you'd better come with me.” Drake 
smiled and further. 

“Not willingly, te 

“The War rtment is interested in questioning 
beeing Vian also, Mrs. Leighton. An incident 


in Virginia, eae OE, 
at ve the. adjutant a swift, frowning 


The ina t in Dicpea ‘walt 26 lanier under investi- 
gation, Leanna was not even mentioned in the final 


So willingly or not, Mrs. Leighton—” 
“Am I correct in assuming you've decided to arrest 
her?” Chase interrupted softly. 
His question caught Leanna as she had already begun 
to move from the settee. It startled her and she glanced 
, too numb, pe esc i bei, Seageseh It was 
like a bizarre nightmare. Chase here. accusations. 
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I'm doing her a favor, actually. She can hardly stay 
here.” 
“But she’s free, if you let her be, to find some other 


“No, Major, that’s hardly sensible. This city is at- 
ooy og aphunbfiracger tebe ariee ppc 
pe 1 find rime. P99 Even if she did, | won't take 

responsi seeing an unprotected woman cast 
adrift in such cate circumstances. She'll come with 
me, in custody, because she really has nowhere else to 
go. And I have no intention of letting her leave the 


was silence. Colonel Drake stepped forward to 
offer Leanna his hand. She looked at it sickly, and drew 
a deep, shaky breath. That was it, then. She knew what 
custody meant. Confinement for now, probably in some 
rat-infested warehouse by the railroad yards, and pri 
later. Not unlike Jonathon, she t. Maybe it was 
ironic justice. Both Penleys. Beginning the war so favored. 
Honored and honorable. Wealthy, — powerful. 
Ending the war, maybe Pe sad ea in a Yankee 


“She can stay in my quarters.” 

Both Leanna and the Yankee adjutant turned, startled, 
at Chase’s sudden statement. Drake looked almost angry 
at it. Leanna could only stare in surprise. 

“I beg your pardon, Major, but I—” 

“You say it’s a matter of lacking other options, Colonel. 
I've just offered you one.” Chase calmly, hidi 
the confusion he felt. God, had betrayed him at 
Blytheswood? Would he now be giving her the chance 
to betray him again? Maybe it was time, once and for 
all, to find out whether she had or she would. 
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“I don’t think you understand. She'd be guarded 
most—”" 

“I understand. I doubt I'll even be there myself most 
of the time. Atlanta may be taken, but the war's hardly 
over. I don’t doubt General Sherman will think up one 
or two things for us to do yet.” 

eee ee ee “I can't imagine 
Wi —— 

“Her brother, his wife, and their two daughters are 
living at my father's home in Philadelphia, Colonel,” 

Rater iefly toward : 


despite what had in Virginia when—Stewart 
ah itusciasscbe'd clevaeed jones illed the man's son. 
is time, she'd pi Jonathon dead or in prison, 
i rt erro seers nse ph a 
you, . It had to have been you that helped them, 
in spite of ing we had done to you. 


the question, the bitterness that so obviously lay behind 

it. Chase smiled faintly as she shook her head, his 

brown eyes dark with pain. “Nice to find someone you 

care deeply enough about to place above the war, Mrs. 
n. 


flushed again and bit her lip, turning her head 
away. Damn you, she thought. That was cruel—need- 
lessly so. And you knew it, Chase, before ever said 
it. She was staring down at the floor and she missed the 
ion that flashed in his eyes as he watched her. 
All right, Major.” Co’ _ Drake nodded gar 
ing to fei grace. This was unexpected, that 
eee atane ta comitan bare taccorcoeaemeraines 
with the woman. “At least as a temporary measure, I'll 
agree to that.” 
Chase nodded stiffly, too intent on the turbulence of 
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_ Leanna, I wish you were in Richmond, 
= I didn't give a damn what happened 
‘ou any longer 


ds, Major. And talk to you later, Mrs. 
Leighton. For now, good day.” Colonel Drake turned 
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and smashed on the marble hearth, ing that. Tables 
were overturned, the china in the glass- hutch 
was shattered. One drapery was simply gone, ripped off 
the rod. Now that she listened, she thought she could 
hear the sounds of people in the kitchen as well, empty- 
ing it. She glanced up at Chase, almost glad of 
destruction—using it to better hate him, using it to try 
to kill whatever love might have lingered yet from 
Virginia. “So this is how you Yankees make war now. 
On women and children.” 

A muscle twitched in his jaw. “I'm not in command 
here like I was in Virginia.” He urged her forward, 
eS Oe His hand on her arm was almost 

inful. “And, too, you may thank people like r 
Ge ee roe a eat 

i i y ks con to their tricks. 
We're all getting d Gown into the dirt in this war. 
It doesn’t matter much anymore who started it.” 

She stopped at the edge of the stairs. More soldiers 
lounged in the ruined doorway, but she paid them no 
attention. “I heard Hunter burned the Military Institute 
in the V . . . and the governor's mansion.” She said 
it deli qa gesbe hirano ey ae" free 
his brown. She saw them darken and grow . and 
she felt a kind of pleasure mixed with the pain. 

“And Rebel cavalry burned Chambersburg, Pennsyl- 
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mare ... nothing, ing at all. She didn’t exempt 
. She'd been one of them calling for Virginia to 
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Chapter Twenty-Two 





Whether by accident or by design, Leanna saw nothing 
of Chase in the next half-dozen days. Sentries were 
posted at the door below their upstairs rooms, Drake's 
men, she knew, They were iliar, not men who 
had wintered at Blytheswood, and she made no effort to 
engage them in conversation. But overhearing them, she 
knew General Sherman had ordered all CSA civilians to 
leave Atlanta. Watching out her window on the fourth, 
she had seen signs of the mass exodus—weeping women, 
overfilled wagons, and bitter-faced men, escorted out 
into the Georgia countryside by armed Federal troops. 
eh eg ery 2 ¥ least _ of the city's 
ighty-five h . It was a bitter i 
to have to watch so helplessly from a ne ra 
window, one that more deeply crystallized her hatred 
of the occupying troops—Major Chase Courtland among 


He had come back only once, for a few minutes that 
afternoon. She'd heard his boot steps, familiar still after 
all these months, on the stairs outside the small parlor’s 
door. She'd gone into the bedroom, ing to be 
asleep even psec it was bright midday peer The 
pantry door’s click had told her he'd brought supplies 
with him. She hadn't gotten up to check until she'd 
heard him leave again. , hearing the heavy boot 
steps retreating back down the stairs, she'd turned her 
head against the pillow and begun, very softly, to cry. 


“Pardon my disbelief, Major, but what makes you so 
sure Mrs. Lei “absent walt eye 
ginia ambush?” Lieutenant Colonel Drake fixed Chase 
with cold eyes, raising one brow. 
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Chase's frown deepened. “Personal things, actually, 
sir.” He shifted his ip a on the tinckdeon conp thar 
and recrossed his legs. It was stifling hot in the small 
canvas tent that was adjutant headquarters. Pitched in 
the city cemetery, no less. Ho gleciostt ep 20 side Drake's 
reaction and found the man staring at him. 

“Care to be more specific, Major?” 

“Not unless order me to be.” 

“All right. I'll make it an order.” 

“And I'll protest that order, Colonel, as an officer and 


PN: 
‘vinraonagonl eget The older Adamson —- 
impatiently, ing his head. “You, Colonel Drake, 
this is only an informal hearing, is it not? And you, 
Major, be might consider the possibility it could be 

rrassing for you to answer these questions 


were having an affair.” 

Drake li one brow. “Flirtations are a woman's 
main weapon when spying is her game.” 

“It went further than that.” 

“How much further?” 

“Damn it, Colonel,” Chase's dark eyes flashed anger 
and he rose to his feet. “This is a hell of a thing to— 

“Sit down, Major and answer my questions! Or I'll 
put the damn woman under arrest, rag her in here, 


A tense silence filled the small tent. Adamson looked 
from one man to the other, but said nothing. The 
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young adjutant smirked, but kept his eyes on his 
onsbeak 


Chase met Drake’s cold stare angrily, trying to con- 
trol a gut-deep urge to go after the son of a bitch. That 
would help no one—least of all Leanna. “I want this 
conversation off the record. Tell your scribbler to get 
out of here.” 

“My lieutenant stays.” Drake's eyes narrowed un- 


ly. 
“Then you can go to hell.” 
“Chase, settle down.” Adamson spoke at last, quietly, 
ing one hand out to shake his arm as he too rose to 

his feet. “I appreciate your reluctance to com i 
Mrs. Leighton’s reputation, but it could mean her life. 
Military judges are far less lenient with this sort of thing 
than were a year or two ago. If you can convince 
Colonel Drake, the issue will be dropped. No one out- 
side of this tent will ever know what's been said.” 

Chase's eyes moved back to lock with the adjutant’s. 
“T'll need —_ word on that.” 

Drake frowned a moment, then shrugged. “All right. 
You have it.” 

A last silence followed and Chase gritted his teeth. 
“Mrs. Leighton and | were lovers.” 

“Once? Twice? Or regularly?” 

“Regularly.” Chase lied without so much as the blink 
of an eye. would never understand if he tried to 
explain why they hadn't been. Instead of honor, he 
would suspect deceit. 
ie well-kept secret, apparently.” Drake raised his 

iw. 

“We hardly advertised the fact, Colonel. She is a 
married woman, after all.” 

“And did she ever question you about mili mat- 
ters OE te those mnidn ght pe a Major?” 

oe o.” ‘ 

“Did she ever try to read your letters? In 
messages? Communicate information to the enemy?” 

Chase recalled a vivid mental image of Leanna lying on 
the slushy December snow, the black book dropping as 
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show of as if to check. 
“How do you know it was her and not one of the 
others?” 

Chase smiled with little amusement. “I know the 
partisans wear costumes sometimes, but I've 
yet to see one in a i icoat. Have you? 
Drake's eyes flashed up to meet his and he flushed 
Chase met his and raised one dark brow. 

“All Midori each Sox'V3 inia. I'm willing 


ing the two.” 
And I wouldn't call a woman married to a CSA 
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innocent!” 
Chase went for him across the camp table 


“That was totally uncalled for, 

heard enough to consider this matter closed.” He turned 
back to Chase, waving toward the tent flap. “Go home, 
Major Courtland. pome sleep you bite 


— teas ai 

“I feel it my duty to point out to your superior, 
Major, that you display a sympathy for an 
avowed Rebel,” : 


“Ym not interested in my career, Colonel.” Chase 
coldly. “As soon as this war's finished, | hope 


to the young lieutenant, just finishing his transcript of 
the meeting. “Damned Rebel slut.” he muttered. “She 
must be an awfully good ride to have our fine major so 


blue uniform look . Outside, the smoke from a 
burning house the gray, overcast sky in a lazy 


Ly tere Aone Pnaniglade a aN ig eo 
spoke, ing his hat, coat, and gloves on a cane- 
backed chair witha weary gesture. 

She watched him with a bitter smile. “Had a hard 
day harassing Atlanta's women and children?” 

e glanced up, looking at her silently for a long 


his 
and turned away. “I was just on my way out 
to the market. | you don't mind if I leave now. I'm 
afraid if I delay, a Yankees may burn that, too.” 
Behind her, where he stood, there was only silence. She 
ignored it, ing to the table by the long couch for 
Al gg “I use some money, if you wouldn't 

ind. I'll repay you, of course. Consider it a loan.” 

“Repay me with Confederate dollars? Forgive me if I 


Leanna flushed and at him. “With Yankee 
dollars, then, Major. I'll write a note to my brother, 
Jonathon. You did say he was at your home. You can 
send it on with your own letters and I'm sure he'll make 


“There’s money in my coat. Help yourself. Return 


+ gene Only a kitchen, small balcony, parlor, and 
single bedroom. Close quarters that, as she 
stood in the parlor, she hear the click of the 
armoire door as Chase it, hear the sound of 
water ing in the -blue washbow!, the creak of 
the bed as he sat on it to pull off his boots. 
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the markets still open in 
the war-held city, it was time—past time maybe—for 
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been when she'd awakened and not been back 
since. t was not unusual. He was often gone days at 


walked quickly and fearfully when forced abroad, and 
ignored the catcalls and jeers of the Yankee soldiers, 
who seemed, literally, to crowd every doorway and 
Ee 


And the days stayed ively hot. Unlike Virginia, 
September to bring little change to the 


anguish. She wanted her life back. And she wanted to 
be happy once more. 
Boot steps sounded outside the door, startling her. 
She'd barely turned before it opened, and then she 
froze. Lieutenant Colonel Drake stood there and word- 
lessly stepped within. 
Leanna felt her heart begin to pound. There was a 
long silence he seemed disinclined to break. “Major 
Courtland isn't here just now,” she murmured finally. 
i Scamgabtbomtane siocdad se baton ca 
There was another silence. Leanna began to feel half 
sick, her knees weakening. She tried to conceal it by 
— her shoulders and raising her chin. “About 
rr” 
“I think you know.” 
Dimly, she was aware of the sound of another horse 
coming to a stop down below, the murmur of men’s 
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useless to . Better, she told herself numbly, to 
will than to be dragged, rary ag screaming, # 
the iers he'd stationed below. Her heart sank, and 


she wiped her hands on her a to hide their sudden 
trembling. “All right. I'll ans , 
“What the hell are you doing here?” _ 


“Mrs. Leighton is coming wit me, Major. To 
po ait You have no say in the matter.” 

“The hell I don’t. | understood this matter was tempo- 
as closed.” 


“Whose side are you on, anyway?” 
“I spent the morning dodging her husband's bullets, 
Colonel. That ought to answer your question.” 
Leanna moved instinctively toward where Chase stood, 
dripping dust from his dark blue uniform onto the 
's worn, floral rug. Fear emanated from her like a 


— ing. He glanced down once, then raised his 
to take her arm. 


felt Chase go suddenly rigid with rage. She half turned, 
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my father and have him wire someone in the War 
Department. That way, if something should happen to 
me—" 


“Oh, no, don’t. Don’t say it.” The thought startled 
her, shocked her, and Leanna turned her head quickly 
to hide her reaction. Outside, the day was darkening— 
whether in dusk or approaching storm, she couldn't tell. 
The limp white curtain blew in a sudden gust of air, 
chilling the mee. tear that had slipped down her face. 
Th rumbled distantly outside the open window, 
and down the street came the sound of shutters banging 
shut. Leanna hardly heard them. 

“Doc Lacey saw what the war was turning into. He 
tried to warn me, last winter. But I didn’t understand 
him then. I thought it could never . Now look, 


house. From the street below, she could hear the sound 
of Drake’s horse cantering away. For some reason, it 
made her think of Stewart. “Go home, Chase. All of 
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for what someone else does. I've 


say Synapse ; 
ae it’s payment? Compen- 
shared ne eal pe 
other than that, there was only 
is eyes, Leanna felt a sudden shiver of 


t, Leanna?” He spoke slowly when he fi- 
at all. He turned slowly to face her. “No, 
. The gold locket I gave you 

than adequate wages, I think, for services 


28 
File: 
if 


ii 
E 
3 
:: 


| 
¢ 


iu 
ai 


ik, 
ft 


The locket she wore still. She’d told Stewart it was 
from Whi i . It felt suddenly heavy around 
her neck, cold. 

“When did you become such a bitch, my love? Here 
in Georgia? Or did I just fail to notice it somehow back 
in 

She paled, but refused to look away, watching his 
handsome face growing ever darker in the i 


enh ate} storm. “I haven't a bit, 
Major,” she answered ly. She forced a smile, a 


——_- 


Blytheswood. I was ing | could get information 
from you that we could use, and you know the old 
saying, the one about catching more flies with honey 
than with vinegar?” 

She paused a moment, watching his face, 


all at the same time. shod, ame rotten, v7 

remember you told mie once crmcansta ag x § r 
ee ee es ee 
1?" Why Leanna, she herself dazedly? Why are 
you doing this to him—to yourself? Because I can't 
allow myself to love you, Yankee. And I hate you 


he'd tucked into his black leather belt and slowly, 
almost casually, reached to take them out, tossing them 
to a chair. His hat followed. And he began kicking off 
his dust-covered boots. “Tell me, then, Leanna, why 
did you ci ang Hoan pape eae Why not just 
leave me to bleed to death?” 
There was a silence. Her heart was thundering in her 


breast and her breath was strangely short. rent exe 


felt | owed you a little 
other smile as she answered, almost helpless now to 
stop herself. It was like being in the grip of some 
u y compulsion. She could only hurt and hurt and 
hurt, ing he would hurt back and welcoming that 
too. “Stewart didn't mind. You rode into our trap so 
dumbly he wasn't much worried about having to match 
wits with you again some time.” 
ee eet hus Cae aoe It 
. Despite herself, she jerked. Chase glanced 

once at the window, then back, and began to walk 
toward her. 

“Interesting theory, Leanna. One I'd believe except 
for one thing.” 

His hand no orien suddenly and she began 
to tremble. Not pain. He wasn’t hurting her—yet. 
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pie tense 
“Yes.: 

he felt his grip on her arm tighten, felt him move a 
half ‘step closer to her. She 't try to speak. She 


shook her head in unconvinced defiance. 

“Do you think you're the only woman I've ever 
with, Leanna? Do you think I can't tell the difference 
between a whore and a lady?” 


damn cause. But a little bit of you belongs to me. Or it 
cel Se Raley 1 nigh -smaspinilgig $F jg Sn 
. “Damn you to hell, woman. 


ou 
to find a way to cut your face out of my mind? To 
¢ 


have, she found her heart racing in unrestrainable 


shadowed the small room like night. Only 
the occasional, still distant flash of lightning brightened 
it at all. But the darkness in her soul was worse, the 
soprgieetos, San craved just this, and would not 
listen to reason. She moaned faintly, suddenly limp in 
his arms, knowing the darkness had triumphed after all. 
His mouth was warm, his arms welcome. His body 
pressed to hers, familiar, beloved, and longed for. 
Chase shuddered once as he bent to lift her in his 
arms. A moment later, the bed was beneath her as he 
followed her down, trembling, and as helpless to stem 
tay ae theta vente arte 
mind briefly. Guilt followed, but was swept ci th 
Son rs Nf or os ie oa once, like a 
. War was forgotten. Honor, shame, guilt, 
blended in turbulent confusion. Her lips Oelicd sat 
denly beneath his. He tasted the salt of tears as he took 
them now. Even that failed to dampen the fires. 
Lightning flashed again outside, closer. She saw the 
ee face, the rippling strength of 
his s , the touch of gold in his thick, dark hair. 
An instant later, it was dark again. She felt his head 


ee ites ‘an hapeed tomes Tes aerate 

, Shaking f storm burst 

suddenly upon Atlanta. Rain fell in slashing sheets, 

drumming on the steep roof, blowing in to dampen the 

flying curtains. A storm of a different sort lay in her 

arms and Leanna felt herself drowning in its growing 
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she tried to. It 
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though 


in her heart like a thousand voices. Lightni 
laces ae 
the world finally, once more outside of her, Chase was 


echoed 


crashed outside, but no one heard it. When 
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leam of golden brass. 
the minute, not better. Her heart ached 


“T'll be back as soon as I can. 
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, damn!” 


Leanna watched as he dressed, hurriedly, in a blur of 
dark shadows and an occasional 


It 


worse b 


d see him frowning. 
She looked at him a moment. And sudden 
to cry. And wanted his arms around her. No! 
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still cli to. The threat othe promise of 
col sl cling to The eto in the small 
se nencuas bee. cey en? at Agere 
in the wide bed trembling—thinking, pps ap 
'd heard his bootsteps on the stairs outside 

ly gy 3 eng pag reap Part of her 
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inki Leanna couldn't sa exactly what had 
died that bitter night. Comldn’s bs. mare whether:i) 
or to celebrate its loss. Nor was she entirely sure 

it was as dead as she tried’ to convince herself it must 
be. There were tines few haunting mocisets ini the 
corse gel ag pag papa 
unable to be sure it wasn't 


Bee eke crtak maint tamed Comctiond 


life had become more complex. Joshua had assigned 
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much of his load at the bank to the young Rebel and, 
unfortunately, granted Jonathon 'y a great deal of 

there to enable him to fulfill such responsibilities. 
fe msde. things difficult. She knew her father so well 
and personally wielded a great deal more influence with 


him than she did with Jonathon. Whi frankly dis- 
liked her, an attitude that Elinor in the main 
merely amusing, but as far as manipulating Jonathon, it 
was another stumbling block. Even her . since his 


attack, had been strangely obstinate with her. He t 
a sieahof he tink te atriesieig the-Peiey Genghis, 
iranda, and Elinor suspected that at least a small 
portion of his affection toward his daughter had been 
isplaced to the little Virginian girl. 
hercemie rer ap was obvious. She had to 

either gain some ki control over Jonathon Penley, 
oe ahi had ‘a give op the Back tarker activites ta 
were ing so fascinati odges 
eald ded a i toe Call: and with the yo 
Rebel prowling the rtland bank like some 
comet ge cha en one tied enon Fae Bg 9 \ 

'd t ahead, luckily, when her father had 
been stricken. She'd taken advantage of his incapacity to 
draw nearly twenty thousand dollars from his personal 
accounts. Gowns, she'd told him. Joshua had surprised 


her spe | the extravagance with some heat. 
Uenall age ind _ her more than he'd seemed in- 
clined to of late. didn’t think she dared try such a 


trick again so quickly. 

Washington had provided what ought to have been 
the answer. After witnessing Jonathon’s reaction to her 
disclosures regarding Chase and the Penley sister, it had 
been obvious where the man’s weak spot was. Gain 
control over Leanna Leighton and all her problems would 
be solved. Chase, too, should he ever prove difficult, 
would squirm under the same rod. Men were usually 
sensitive to threats concerning women ‘d shared a 
bed with, even women they no longer cared for. It was 
= oddity of the sex and one she'd used to her advantage 

ore. 
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to their tyrannies, even one from 
ent. It was a frightening future to consider. 
And the coalition members, the would-be new elite, 


Joshua's blood run cold. Even if he lived, he was begin- 
ning to doubt that, alone, he could stand against them. 


God, Chase w return, and he could pass his cares 
to his son's strong shoulders, and somehow, together, 
they would manage. But, bgen his. grew more 
encouraging daily, the war still d on, And while 
it did, his old nemesis, time, remained an enemy. At 
least now, thanks largely to a handful of Union generals— 
Grant, Sherman, and Sheridan, who were forcing the 
war toward a final end—and to a stiff-necked young 
Rebel named Jonathon Penley, he was beginning to 
cherish hope of beating that enemy and winning f 
Joshua unfolded the letter written in his son's fine, 
firm hand and smiled as he began to read it. Atlanta had 
fallen, he'd known that already from the newspapers. 
Chase was well; he never elaborated beyond that point. 
And . . . Joshua stared down at the letter with an excla- 
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ing the air above her with an infant's clenched 
. She had defied the odds by surviving at all. Now, 
she was growing well, Trying to crawl already. And 


ish book due out next year—a silly story about a 
irl named Alice who fell down a hole chasing a rabbit, 
and ended up in an underground kind of fairyland with 
Cheshire cats and Mad Hatters. 


letter aloft and smiling a somewhat strained 
Joshua had not forgotten the first confrontation 
ing Chase and Leanna Leighton. He could only 
such a scene would not be repeated. 

“From Chase.” Joshua moved a bit slower than he 
once had. It took him a minute to climb up the stairs 
and into the narrow foyer. “He's found your sister, 
Leanna, if you can imagine the improbability of that. 
She’s in Atlanta.” 

“Atlanta? Georgia, you mean?” Jonathon stared for a 
moment, startled. y in the world would she be 
down there? “Is she all right?” 

“Chase says so, yes. For the moment, at least.” 

Jonathon already begun to turn his head, mean- 
ee eet deme’ SE » Soumelee = cree 
expression caught his eye, equivocal? 
Shar pi He turned tok: feowning 
as Joshua offered him the letter. He had the sudden 

ing it was not entirely good news. 
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October brought to Atlanta. The autumn 
there was dry, and finally cooling after the summer's 
hot sun. The remnants of Hood's defeated army 
made futile strikes at Big Shanty and then Allatoona 
Pass. Guerrilla groups like Stewart's prowled the coun- 
tryside like hu wolves, sni from trees, 


shooting 
the unwary gp acing Fe farm folk almost as 
seat Ae hated Yankees idows, mothers with 


sal hide, he ae the crippled, locked their doors 
in Virginia oa Siecidan, rd Early’ fleelog Rebels 
heridan pursued s to 
Herritenbe and then : aot, to withdraw 
northward, as he moved. The 
rar-uard line of ava following the dust clouds of 
eres ry uP country roads, rode with torches 
in their Ss, swood bureiag bahiod thet, Whee i 
they left Blytheswood 
was over, the once beautiful Valley resembled a - 
mare of devastation. The upper Shenandoah would feed 
no Rebel army this year 
In Washi \iacoln;:iae tho: Whine emai 
finally optimistic enough to smile when asked about the 
upcoming election between him and Democratic can- 
didate, ex-General agen —_ a His son, fees, 
sat at the President's feet during inet meetings and 
played with a most marvelous new mechanical pencil. 


October sun, rivaling the Monument now 
for tourists. Cows in the Presidents’ Park by the 
still dilapidated White H would vote no 


funds to improve it—and most of the streets were soft 
and muddy with the autumn rains. 
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“You still had no right to read that.” 


Jonathon angrily, his face hard. “She’s a 
married woman, Whitney. And Stewart Leighton has 
been a fair husband to her. I can't sanction the way 


you the match so y back in Richmond, in 
61.” She looked at him si a minute, then turned 
back to stare into the fire. She had a habit of playing 
with her wedding ring when she was upset. was 


is voice. 
“Whitney, love,” he murmured placatingly, regret- 
ung his outburst. 


Marriage isn’t a business proposition. Not in a 
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woman's eyes, anyway. It takes someone who's more 
than ‘fair’ to keep a woman's heart.” 
“Leanna was in love with Stewart. 
“She was eighteen years old and she'd known him a 


” 


was still alive then.” 
“And dying of consumption already. You knew that, 
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serving as accused him of being? 
“I'm only afraid someday you 


‘re going to change 

mind, Jon. Whieney's wher had catch in and she 
her throat softly. “You're going to wish you'd 
behaved differently about this. You'll regret it. And I'm 
afraid then it will be too late.” She turned under his 
hands and started toward the door, saying nothing more. 
Jonathon was equally silent watching her go, and only 
the hissing crack of the fire the soft 
imey’s crinoline petticoat combined to 


a movement caught his eye. He turned, 


follo Deedee tie Sa er 
He . fro a cold gust of night wind 
blew the hood of her cape back, close enough to 


dismounted to hold door. It seemed to him Elinor 


more 
than when he had set out. The only good thing to come 
out of it was that he t the rest of the evening with 
his curiosity piqued. what Leanna was or wasn't 
doings derision Chatunit-Atiasich secened! lous ionpolnait: lay 


Actuall Reprvurafelornt he oe. Sap! 4p. oie seh 
Adanta. days moved slowly still, with nothing to 
since that stormy, bitter night now 
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ood and Forrest had joined forces northwest of the 
, posing a genuine threat to the Yankee supply lines 
. consequently, his patrol had turned into an ex- 
of duty scouting the Rebel cavalry. She 
he had been ordered out of Atlanta and 
he would not come back. Her life was infinitely 
wraies him. coats edad 
flashing in his storm eyes that night ightened 
her—but not nearly as much as the joy she'd felt so © 
briefly in his arms. One only threatened her life—the 


iy 


the window, shivering in the chill breeze of the overcast 
day, and watched Atlanta belch forth Yankee soldiers 
like an overstuffed pig. Over two thirds of the army was 
ordered to Resaca in pursuit of Hood's infantry and 
Forrest’s cavalry. Only a single corps was left to hold 


city, 
gave the feel of a ghost town. 

Only a few days before, it had been filled to overflow- 
ing with one hundred thousand soldiers in a city of only 
ight thousand five hundred normal population. Now, 
with two-thirds of the civilians evacuated and only one 
of soldiers left behind, it was ceric, over-quiet, 
cloud-darkened, and lifeless. In the distance, Yankee 
crawled over the abandoned Confederate defense 
from back to front, scaling logs piled with dirt 
and sandbags, ducking gtr A crisscrossed, sharp 
stakes of cheveaux-de-frise, jumping over the holes 
where cannon had lain, separating like flowing waters 
on either side of high-built ramparts, finally disappear- 
ing into the scrubby tall pines northeast of the city. It 
was their earlier march in reverse. Atlanta, Ezra Church, 
Peachtree Creek, the Chattahoochee River, Marietta, 
Kenesaw Mountain—a brief clash there once again; Pine 
and Stone Mountains, Acworth, Allatoona Pass—a sharp 
skirmish; the Etowah River, Kingston, Calhoun, the 

Oostanoula, finally back to Resaca. 
She knew Chase was still alive and unhurt only be- 
cause of a scrawled note she'd received earlier today. 
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as as "hel Od ent aa: 
Like else from that finer, distant prewar way 
of life, she . Like believing in justice, rep cel 


in love, or in a future. How right Doc Lacey had 
to warn her last winter. How foolish she'd ata to 
disregard that warning. 

Outside the day darkened, threatening rain. Leanna 
shut the window, but continued to send in place. The 
hardware shop at the corner closed shutters over its 
glass windows. Faint music crit from a saloon blocks 
away. An empty ope? Hagan & Co. Confec- 
tioners hopped and ski or chs ate does eet 
deserted street. Leanna watched it, her violet eyes dark. 
a wasps ever recover from the of the 

oe Or would it look like this for decades 
anal fi it slowly, fell into ruin, cobwebbed and 


Suddenly, she leaned forward with a sharp motion, 
staring down at the street below. Where were Drake's 
soldiers who usually stood ing the rooming house 

entrance? Had Chase w finally managed to con- 
vince the adjutant officer of her innocence? Or had 
Drake himself abandoned the vigil? Had he, ; 
secieed. shat Shere was. nowhere. Rr. De ie to go, 
anyway, so he could afford to assume she would simply 
stay put? If so, it had been a poor decision. There was 
where to go. A place distant in ik, pertpe, Dut 

distant in miles 


Se gg Bae her heart—Blytheswood. as 


pat eee Bae pe of longing. Bl 
beautiful mountains, ier solling 
airy rooms of the gin td ping Org ony. 
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Courtland or not, what difference would ei- 

and Te other fiero hat pone that. All 

i in. ight t. 

yd se ad ‘to offer each other anguish. Better 
for sorta co if she octesy tobe Bion 2 

entirely, to to his soft-looking, 
Susan, and build a fitere with her there in Philslelphia. 
And Stewart? If she were truly free now to go, shouldn't 


viciousness and brutality that characterized her husband's 
brand of warfare. 

It was bittersweet in a way, like leaving behind the 
pam security of childhood, but it was time for her 
to do the very thing that had once seemed so inconceiv- 
able to her—to stand alone, to take the responsibility for 
her own life without re a man’s approval or aid. 
For all that the war taken away, it had given her 
poe too, then. Her freedom. And it was time to 
take it, Time to reclaim what she still could of her life 
from the devastation of war, time to be out of tragic 
Atlanta, to go home to her beloved Bl . Alone, 
perhaps, at least for now. But at BI she could 
never be lonely. The spirit of the place was sweet and 
soft as any lover. 

She lingered a last moment near the window, then 
ee one Oe we ned ein be. 

5 sense of peace n to within her. 
For’ this Rebe - 


|, at least, ‘the war was over; she'd found 
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and more raucous relief. Carriages moved smartly, 
walked briskly. It was an invigorating place the 


ixty free acres of public land tempted some uninvolved 
in crisis and, even while the armies marched and 
bloodied eastern cities, western towns were growing 
bigger, stronger, and better. 
Doc was reading about one called Denver, 
nestled in the aries Shaws coca the 
as “ i description.” Writers, 
he'd found, were rary ae loss for patios FE and 


Behind him, Susan quietly into the room, 
ing a moment to simply look at him before she 
spoke. Not nearly as handsome as Chase, she told herself. 
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“What is that?” She didn’t walk closer. She went to 
the window instead, keeping several yards of space, be- 
tween them. Some days were easier others. When 


from him. 

He was quiet a moment, hesitating. Then he shrugged. 
“Transfer papers,” he = finally, with a faint smile. 
“For Denver.” He saw the sharp, sudden tension in her 
slender body, but she didn’t turn. 

“Isn't that a little premature?” She studied the em 
street outside with intense concentration, willi f 
not to react. “The war isn't over yet. if Presiden t Lin- 
coln should lose the election—” 

“| don’t think he will. 1 don't think it matters much if 
he does. The war's over, essentially. The hospital's 


“Com to this spring at least, yes.” She sighed 
very ‘ pared to the thousands of wounded 
from the Wilderness and Cold Harbor campaigns. City 
gem popnrmangrson negli wi had itself. 
She pa a moment, trying not to let herself ask the 
question. But she did. “Why Denver, Roger? And why 
now? Why not wait until spring, at least, in case the 
war turns again or— 
“You know why.” Silence followed the simple, quiet 
statement and he watched Susan's nervous little gesture 
of moving the ruffled edge of the eyelet curtain aside. 
and stood up slowly, watching her back. 
“Why ask when you know the answer, my ve?” 
shook her head sharply and shrugged again. 


A a. 
able for him than for her. Wh do this? he asked 
himself. It’s senseless. It never . Aren't we in 
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“Oh.” 
“You haven't answered my question, an .”" She 
sailheta-eatanapt 0s ected giahouried aac dared 


is time of year in the ital. The weather 
was driving them indoors. Rats too, and mice, were 
worse. Once spring came, it would be better again, 
“Why Denver?’ ic 

“Why nor?” He ma a smile, ing on 
sofa eo'vheeks the web. oe Me at 

“I think I can .” She forced a soft laugh. “It was 
that old Doctor Anders from the territories—that story 
about how the Cheyenne Indians taught him to use tree 
moss poultices to reduce infection.” 

“I cried it and it worked. Maybe the medicine men 
out there know what they're doing.” 
vs “You'd go to the cee for ‘wtale blubber remedies 

ou thought any.” 

‘Probably would.” he eotad with a more genuine 
smile, But the smile was short-lived. “Maybe bait Con- 
federates should be the ones sending doctors out to the 
Indians. They're the ones out of medicines at this point.” 

Her smile faded, too. “Yes, 1 know.” 

“Quinine’s a hundred dollars an ounce in Louisiana, 
when it’s available at all. They substitute berries of 
dogwood or some damn useless thing. The army in 
Mc ela The Weert! copiers senor ‘ee 

erstand. Field surgery is done with whiskey as both 
anesthetic and antiseptic.” 
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say She thought of Chase—if he were wounded, cap- 

tured by the Rebels and subject to such ghastly privations 

She guessed read her thoughts, because the si- 

lence was y strained. Strained and sad. It seemed 

a a ea plang Saphainae  S g 
“Well, I have work in the wards is 
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“Lady Bennington.” Jonathon glanced up from Joshua 
Courtland’s rosewood-topped desk at the click of the 
door ing. He rose to his feet in habitual courtesy 
and once. She smiled in return, somewhat wryly, 
and her eyes flickered around him to assess changes in 

“Well, you've made yourself right at home, Major, 
haven't you?” 


it felt. “You mean the new rules regarding who 
into the bank vault?” se ne! 


“Do Pb” 

“Do you not?’ 

“Thinking of ing the name to ‘Penley’ Bank and 
Trust, Major?” She but not sweetly. “Pity, but 


that won't happen. You might remember I hold stock in 
the bank personally. So does my brother, Chase.” Her 
smile was suddenly wicked, her eyes flashed dark 
amusement. “You do remember . don't you? He's 
the one presently ‘protecting’ your sister down in 


Georgia.” 

Jonathon flushed and then paled 

sr a “What do you want, Lady Bomigonrt 
roe Rae nee Sang! ex 


smile had faded also. Focires bad his entebe-ogehes 
very softly. ‘cond haove: bute tein, You seem 
Seog tee diastase joie I'm giving 
ou a last warning our own private war. 
Alas chane to conser whats a sae 

“Your wife's needs our 

Your homes are i Virgin Your money's ppd 
in CSA coffers and as good as loet to your forever 

sister is in a very tenuous position, | understand, in 
Georgia, under suspicion of activities. You need 
my brother's protection for » Major, and my father's 
intercession on her behalf with the War 

She paused as if to let him consider it a moment. then 
continued in a milder voice. “ ar hte 


Whitney* Honor was still important to bien “hie mod 
already himself to the notion it might be all 
Se ee And as for the other 


y, Lady Bennington, but ‘no deal,’ as I've learned 
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occasion. 
“You are familiar, then, with the term ‘check.’ ” 
“Check, and checkmate.” 

* “Don’t flatter yourself unduly.” 

“I'm not. You've been outflanked, to use a term mg 
another military game. Your position is no longer tenable, 
Lady. You have no choice but to retreat.” 

“Those who live and run away, live to fight another 
day.” She tried, but it peso flat, even to her ears 
and she shrugged dismissal. Well, she’d known it was 
on Sdecagthbaa apt Roland Hodges She 
missing bank money a ’s guns. She 
hadn't counted on its re® fatal flaw, obvi, but 
freee tony Roe: « Rin pet we hee ne 

t would only ing , ined, 
men the future income of inheritance pana ailing 
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watching, waiting for that one slip, that one fatal mistake. 
Now, he felt an odd kinship with it instead. 


might have taken everything else, but the families— 
Penleys ‘and Courtlands both— hed survived. At least 
this way, they could all begin the rebuilding. Maybe 
they’d even gained something these past few years. 
Maybe. In comparison to how it could have ended, 
Jonathon was grateful even for that. 
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THEY WERE SWORN ENEMIES 


Leanna Leighton was beautiful, proud, and married 
to the Confederacy, but when Major Chase Courtland 
commandeered her family's Virginia plantation for 
the Yankee army's winter quarters, a passion she'd 
only dreamt of swept her off her feet. 


THEY WERE MEANT FOR EACH OTHER 


Her husband was in an army hospital in Shiloh. His 
fiancee was waiting back in Philadelphia. But one 
look intoe ach —_ s' eyes told them there was no use 
fighting destir 
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